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PBEFACE. 



Now that the idea of resuscitating the Irish Language 
seems to have taken a firm hold on the Irish race at 
home and abroad, and that its wondrous adaptability 
for vocal purposes has become known, a fairly correct 
edition of the most popular of Moore's "Melodies," trans- 
lated into Irish by Archbishop MacHale, is sorelj wantecL 
Of all the books that have ever been printed in Irish, 
Archbishop MacHale's translation of the "Melodies " was 
one of the most unfortunate. Every edition of it that has 
been published in Ireland and in America, teems with so 
many typographical errors as to be absolutely useless to the 
generality of readers of Irish. It is said on good authority 
that the Archbishop never corrected any of the proofs; 
that he left their correction to some person or persons who 
were either incompetent or careless. That the Archbishop 
was an excellent Gaelic scholarthere cannot be any doubt 
at all. No man of his time had a better knowledge of the 
modern Irish language than he had; but his reputation 
as an Irish scholar has suffered owing to the extreme 
carelessness with which his translations of the " Melodies " 
and of " Homer " were printed. 

The Irish versions of the most popular andmost national 
of the melodies are given in this edition. Beautiful as they 
all are, some of them are rarely sung and not generally 
known. To give all of them that have been translated 
into Irish by Archbishop MacHale would be to make this 
book so large that it could not be sold at a price that 
would enable the Irish-reading public in general to buy it 
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In this edition of the Irish version of the "Melodies" 
the original text of Archbishop MacHale has been followed 
as closely as possible. Very few changes have been made 
beyond the correction of manifest blunders of the printer. 
In a few cases words that contained too many syHables, 
and that spoiled the metre, have been replaced by shorter 
ones ; and, in one or two instances, words that the editor 
eonld not find in any Irish dictionary and that seemed 
unknown to Irish speakers, have been replaced by words 
in general iise. 

Some so-ealled Irish scholars have objected to Arch- 
bishop MacHale's Irish version of the " Melodies," because 
he generally nses perf ect rhyme instead of assonance • They 
say that his Irish is English in its tournure f and that he 
uses English metre. Those so-called Irish scholars shonld 
remember that early Irish poetry is generally written in 
»hyme, and that the Irish are generally acknowledged to 
have been the first of the European nations that nsed 
phyme. Here is a verse from St. Fiacc's hymn in praise 
sf St. Patrick, that is probably as old a specimen of Irish 
as exists, for St. Fiacc was a contemporarjr of St. Patrick. 
The poem will be fcrand in the " Liber Hymnorom tf : — 

Ro bo cobhair do'n Eirin tichtu P&traic forochladh; 
Ro clos cian son a gharma macraidhe coille Fochladh. 
Gadhatar óo tissad in noebh, ar a n-imthisedh lethu, 
Ar a [d] tintarradh ó chloen tuatha Erenn do bhethu. 

A help to Ireland was PatricVs coming which was expected ; 
Far away the children of Fochla's wood heard the sound of his call. 
They prajed that the Saint would come, that he would walk among them, 
That he would convert from iniquity the tribes of Ireland unto life. 

Of the seventeen qnatiains in the poem from which 
above veree is taken, there are only three in which perfect 
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rhyme is not founcL Here are more instances of perfect 

rhyme from the "Battle of Ross na Righ," recentíy trans- 

lated by the Rev. E. Hogan, S.J., from the Book of 

Leinster : — 

Dá, tora Ri MachA, 
Saifither a dhatha, 
Claifither a ratha, 

Taimfithir a bhrigh. 

D& torset ár sluagh-ni, 
Tinólfaidher uanni, 
Bidh condalbh in chúani 
I fir-catha can. 

If the King of Macha come, 
His colors will be turned back, 
His fortunes will be overcome, 
His might will be lowered. 

If our bands arrive, 
A muster will be made by us, 
There will be rivalry of the fighting band 
For real combats. 

If anyone were to write Irish verse now in such metre 
and in such perfect rhyme, some of our modern Gaelic 
savants would say that he was following modern English 
custom and adopting English metre. Father Hogan, the 
translator of the last verses given, says that they " would ge 
very well to the tune of * Go where Glory waits Thee.' " 

It is a curious and lamentable fact that some of our Irisk 
small literati — obscure writers in magazines and news- 
papers, and still more obscure poetasters-— seem to take 
delight in decrying Moore, and in endeavouring to show 
that his claims to be considered a great poet are very 
slight; and some of our Gaelic would-be savants say that 
Archbishop MacHale's translations of the "Melodies ,, are 
nn-Irish in metre and form. What Lord John Russell says 
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in his "Life of Moore" about that poet's lyrics — namely, 
that " never has the English langnage been made to utter 
such melody " as in them — will be answer enongh to the 
poetasters. This, coming from an Englishman who was 
not friendly to Ireland, is an extraordinary tribute to the 
genius of Moore. To the unthinking and unlearned few 
who say that Archbishop MacHale's Irish version of the 
"Melodies" is not Gaelic in form or metre, it need only 
be said that the metre of "Eileen Aroon " and of "Kitty 
Tyrrell," two of the most ancient of our folk-songs the 
original Irish words of which have been preserved, is 
exactly the same in the original Irish as in Archbishop 
MacHale's Irish and in Moore's English. The English 
name of the song " Eileen Aroon " is " Erin, the Tear and 
the Smile in thine Eye," and of " Kitty Tyrrell " "Blame 
not the Bard." If it can be said that the English language 
has never been made to utter such melody as in the lyrics 
of Moore, it can be as safely said that never has the Irish 
language been made to utter more melody than in Arch- 
bishop MacHale's translation of them. 

Archbishop MacHale's translation of the " Melodies " is 
classic Irish. There is hardly a trace of dialect in it. It 
is, substantially, tho language of Keating, 0'Molloy, 
O'Donnell, and other Irish writers of the sixteenth and 
seventeenth centuries, and would be better understood all 
over Ii*eland to-day than would any of the modern corrupt 
dialects into which Irish has split since it ceased to be 
written or spoken by educated men. It would be well for 
the Irish language if some of those who write it at present 
would use the Irish of Archbishop MacHale. 

T. 0. R. 



A SELECTION OF THE MOST NATIONAL AND POPULAB 



OF 



MOORE'S MELODIES 



WITH TRANSLATION IN IRISH. 



At>n£iti Ati emititi. 

meAtmtn$vó cAitnétm tmiAtti, tea $nátAó 

tniAró. 



£onn — ITlÁi^e tii h-Atpm. 



I. 

tneA&nuigit) CAitnéim t)niAin, te'n §nátA6 buai'ó, 

Jit) c^ tAete An $Aif5it) 'nA tuit>e, 
5*t> CAittce *oo mhúrhdin é 'guf fínce 'f^n uai$, 

'S n-Aó ti-f ittfit) 50 CeAnn-conAt) a 6oit>* : 
4fcn neutc út) nA f-Ait' fCAp f otuf nA6 nAit> f-Ann 

An a 5-aAt, cá 'noif toAitce p4 6eó ; 
A6c cá teón-núm •o'^ toótunn 45 Láf At> ^n 5A6 tAnn, 

le n-án T)-cneónu§A , ó óum cneife ann 5A6 steó. 

II. 
^3t tílúriiAn, 'nuAin t>o t>nonAt> onc te f éite neArii-gAnn 

5a6 máife, 5A6 -Aitte, a'f 5A6 feun, 
^n f AOiteAt) 50 b-f uigpróe -An fti-Att no a ngte-Ann 

lons f UAtrfiAn oinc foinne-AncrhAin T>éw — 
t)it>e-At> -Ag -An 1o6tAn<A6 f é-An-Af, cinnce pfon 

50 T>-cnoiT>pimit> p& fAoinfe 50 cneun, 
*S gun f eánti t>o tteit btixvóAncA f-AOi 6né-A6T>A , > 50 f-Aon, 

'tlÁ cárh uAine a ftA&nAifc f-AOi teun. 

III. 
tlÁ 'oe-AnmA'o-Ait) t\A có-tA06nA xrítife, tug coit 

t)eit f Afcuigte 50 CAtm-A6 'f & ngteó ; 
51* tti oaooa6 An gte-Ann-A T>eAH5 te n-A t>-f uit, 

tlíon teite-A*OAn, a6c tuice-AT>An T>'éif ctót>\* 
XVn gni-Aii cá •o'án f oittf lúgAt), t>o 6on<Ainc iat) 'n-A tuit>e 

^n tWinfe.A6-Ai& Of nuít>e f á Lán, 
1U t>it>e.At> f múiT) -Ain, n-á bnAC-ttnóm Ano6c 45 T>ut f aoi, 

£A sun ttntexvo-An 5-An cúiciu§At> f-An án. 

* C7óc?A, yictory. 



SONGS OF ERIN. 



REMEMBER THE GLORIES OF BRIEN THE BRAVE. 



Air— Molly Maoalpin. 



I 

Eemember the glories of Brien the brave, 

Tho' tlie days of the hero are o'er ; 
Tho' lost to Mononia and cold in the grave, 

He returns to Kinoora no more ! 
That star of the field, which so often has pouVd 

Its beam on the battle, is set ; 
But enough of its glory remains on each sword 

To light us to victory yet ! 

IL 

Mononia ! when Nature embellish'd the tint 

Of thy fields, and thy mountains so f air, 
Did she ever intend that a tvrant should print 

The footstep of slavery thereP 
N*o, Freedom, whose smile we sEall never resign, 

Go, tell our invaders, the Danes, 
That 'tis sweeter to bleed for an age at thy shrine 

Than to sleep but a moment in chains ! 

IIL 

Forget not our wounded companions, who stood 

In the day of distress by our side ; 
While the moss of the valley grew red with their blood, 

They stirr'd not, but conquer'd and died ! 
The sun that now blesses our arms with his light, 

Saw them fall upon Ossorv's plain: — 
Oh ! let him not blush, when he leaves us to-night, 

To find that they fell there in vain V 
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'óntnc ^tisA mo tfce. 



fonn— ÍAnjotí. 



I. 

Ójuhc AnfA mo tíjte, & fS^ite tH f ínce, 

t)í pu-Ajv-tums n-A copo-A of c f áif gte 50 ceann ; 
T)o tós mé ^f seitte-At, t)' éif t)0 6ui&n eAó tteit fs-Aoitce, 

A$ t>o teutxAib fgeit 5-Aete, a'f f otuif f-AOf-fiAnn. 
t)í f u-Aim funtxA6 feat-A* *oo b' Aepige 'f bu*ó thnne 

&S t)úfAóc t)o teutXA tM fUAnm-Af, 6um ceóit; 
A6c Wóif 6ó neAifi-eótg-Aó a$ fuajuMf 'p a$ tuinne 

50 m-bfiifeann -An fcpón cpé x>q tuAtg^ijt 50 f óitt. 

IL 

StÁn Aguf be,AnnA6c te t)o binn-5Aetib, *6f uic 6|\om, 

So ^n *otAOi$ t)éi$ionA6 TtáncA-'oo •óéÁnpAm' a •óeatb ; 
Céi"ó, A J f cot)-Ait f <aoi f s^it tonnjiAi$ 5-áijtoe a$ t)0 f u-An cf om, 

50 b-f -ágAit) meuju níof f cu-Am-A ^f t>o teut)Aib 61 uin', f e^tb. 
1VU t>í cf oitie gAif 51$ cfteuntfiAif , cfti-$itAó4i£, nó puApcfAOi, 

'5 A S'CoppugA'ó -A5 eifoeAtc te feinm Áp n-txán, 
llí tuib ^nnAm-f a a6c oiceós neAtfi-t>t\io£tfvAt\n-A tUAt-$AOit', 

^5 w r uAic-pe t)o t&mc an fuaim ttmn xufi-áin. 

* FeatJi, learning, skiU, harmony. 



SONGS OF EBIX. 13 



DEAR HABP OF MT COUNTRT. 



Air — New Langolee. 



Dear Harp of my Country ! in darkness I f ound thee, 

The coíd chain of silence had hung o'er thee long, 
When proudly, my own Island Harp ! I unbound thee, 

And gave all thy chords to light, f reedom and song ! 
The warm lay of love and the light note of gladness 

Have waken'd thy f ondest, thy liveliest thrill ; 
But so oft hast thou echo'd the deep sigh of sadness, 

That ev'n in thy mirth it will steal from thee still. 



IIL 



Dear Harp of my Country ! farewell to thy numbers, 

This sweet wreath of song is the last we shall twine ; 
Go, — sleep with the sunshine of Fame on thy slumbers, 

Till touch'd by some hand less unworthy than mine. 
If the pulse of the patriot, soldier, or lover, 

Have throbb'd at our lay, 'tis thy glory alone ; 
I was but as the wind, passing heedlessly over, 

And all the wild sweetness I waked was thy own ! 
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ÁfbnÁm Ati emina 



t)o CotmAinc aii niAi'om» 



fonn— moit. 



I. 

T>o óonn-Ai^c &$ mAi*om, -Af Ati mutjt 'o'éif ^ tíoncA, 

An tong tVpe-dg f aoi f eótCAitt 50 1i-<Átuinn 45 f nÁift : 

X)o *óe-A^c-Af -Ajilf , — A'r an St^n cap éif cUoncA— 

t)í an tong A|t -An gAineAtii, 'f An ctnte 'néif cttÁjA'ó'. 

II. 

Súx> fompu Á$ muimV.A'f -Ajt tiie-Ap^tt na fcAoife; 

ttUji ?úr> eattnSe-Af Uete Á$ fUtnce 'f Á$ féin ; 
OnteAnn naconnA, ah&$ ftmee*ó, x>'Áp *o , c|\éi5f m ce-Aóc AOir^, 

'S *o^tt b-f Á5-áit CfÁúnónA Ajt aii cjíáiS t>Ám twn péiti. 

III. 

tlÁ cju6c tiom aji 6éim, nó ajt óe&nnAf ag foittfiufrvó 
gteAnn <ooji6a á$ n-oi*ó6e, majt fárh-f otuf jté, 

Aóz c-AfrAttt *óAm &&ot& úfA t\& mAi*one &s foittfiuSAí) 
X\n t)ttWm níof xxitte 'na to6|unn ttn'óe Ue. 

IV. 

Cix\ x\|t riA6 m-bei'óeA'ó cutítA 'n-TMAtJ x\m u*o nA t>ite, 

Uaií> fúb^itce 411 cumAnn 6utp t>Ut ^f a ttáp ; 
'S * 6f oi"óe nujt 6|tAnn iljt ^tuinn coitte f .aoi ttite, 
Sseiú -o'a -óóig •oeAg-ttAU'ó ó'n c-f ú£ cpé n-A Uju 
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I SAW FROM THE BEACH. 



Air— Mi» Molly. 



I saw from tlie beacli, wlieii tlie niorning was shining, 
A bark o'er the waters, move gloriously on ; 

I came when th.e sun o'er that beach was declining, 
Tbe bark was still there, but the waters were gone I 

IL 

Ah ! suoh is tbe fate of our life's early promise, 
So passing tlie spring-tide of joy we have known ; 

Each wave that we danced on at monnng ebbs from ue, 
And leaves us, at eve, on the bleak shore alone. 

IIL 

Ne'er tell me of glories serenely adorning 
The close of our day, the calm eve of our night : — 

Give me back, give me back the wild freshness of Morning, 
Her clouds and her tears are worth EVning^s best light. 

IV. 

Oh ! who would not welcome that moment's returning, 
When passion first waked a new life though his frame, 

And his soul, like the wood that grows precious in burning, 
Gave out all its sweets to love's exquisite flame ! 
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AttaÁtn att eminn. 



t)i cwtice 51* p^gtA c&in. 

fonn — CAifteÁn Cíf-eow. 



I. 

l)i cinnce gfó fÁgtA cÁip, óó fso 'p beit> mé beó, 
flAó n-eutóóAfó *oo óutnAnn Af mo ópofóe f ct& 50 'oeó ; 
tlíof t)ítfe f Aot t«om-t>i\6n, f-Aoi 'óutbe, 'f f Aot ftan, 
'Ha cíjtte tf ceAgt^S 6 *l* Á fotttftgeAnn an £«iAn. • 

II. 
X)Á m-befóteá man b' aic ttom, món, á|\t), f-AOjt, & $fi&ó, 
X)é 'n rhutn, fgAit nA feófoe , *oe 'n cíp, f gAtt iva m-btát, 
T)o óutfiáóCA but> féitiieAó ttom fétn bett '5 a Uia*ó, 
Aóc mo ótonn opc, ní theut)óó-At> x>o óéim no *oo tUAó.* 

in. 

^5 ce-Aóc, te 5etin>óut&n;e, *oe *o'futt 50 ciúg, ceann, 
'S é froittf tgeAf At\ cútiAm níof ceAgAfiAtge *oo 6tAnn ; 
ttlAp ah z-Ál Annf an b-f-áf-Ac 'f a ne-A*o ce^SjVAó ceó, 
'5 A S-congbÁit te fuit bponn 4 mát-Ajt fíop-beó. 



cne tmoti 'gtis cne %áx>ax>. 

fonn — Uatn ttí AjAm po^-5f á-ó. 



I. 

Cpé bnón 'suf cné gÁbxVó, tonnuig *oo fmtg mo fttge, 

gun fgett T>óig ^n 5A6 t)f eif Ó15, mo ttmfrott bí 'nn-A tufóe : 

T)Va t)utbe cfAnn an m-be-AtA, bu*ó f oitfeaó b! Án n-sfá'ó, 

50 jiAib gtóin ann ^ic n-áine, 'guf CAon-t)újiAtc -Ann Áic f gÁt. 

O ! f$Ulb gfó 50 tiAib mé, Ann •o' uócf & f aon t)o bí, 

'S ttts be^nnAóc vo 'iTooitgiof t)o rheut)ui$ "ó-Am gean t>o 
ónofóe. 

* Tuadh, lordship, powcr. 
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REMEMBER THEE! 



Air-— Caatle Ttrowen. 



I. 

Remember thee ! yes, while there's life in this heart 
It shall never f orget thee, all lorn as thou art ; 
More dear in thy sorrow, thy gloom, and thy show'rs, 
Than the rest of the world in its sunniest hours. 

II 
Wert thou all that I wish thee, great, glorious, and free, 
First flower of the earth, and first gem of the sea, 
I might hail thee with prouder, with happier brow, 
But oh ! could I love thee more deeply than now? 

/IIL 
TSTo, thy chains as they rankle, thy blood as it runs, 
But make thee more painfully dear to thy sons — 
Whose hearts, like the young of the desert bird's nest, 
Drink love in each life-drop that flows from thy breast. 



THROUGH GRIEF AND THROUGH DANGER. 

(The Irish Feasant to his Mistress.) 

Air — I Once had a True Love. 



I. 

Thro' grief and thro' danger thy smile hath cheer'd my wav, 
Till hope seem'd to bud from each thorn, that round me lay ; 
The darker our fortune, the brighter our pure love burn'd, 
Till shame into glory, till f ear into zeal was turn'd ; 
Oh ! slave as I was, in thy arms my spirit f elt free, 
And bless'd eVn the sorrows that made me more dear to thee 
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II. 

Oí T)o óorhf uifi$e<Aó fAOi uririAm 'guf cú f aoi t)írheAf móji, 
t)í *oo é'rtów-f e *oe "óeits, 'f a c'rtów-fAn *oe óf . 
'Suifig fí-fe & T)-ceAmp,Att; 'f cu-fA -a nguAif n-A ngte-Ann, 
tDufj oiric i-AT) a OAfiAiT) 'f x>o ó-AfAi*o-f e 'iwa f ctáb-Aitt fAnn'; 
Aóc b' f eáf f tiorn 'f An UAirh &s vo éof Aib tteit mo tuifje, 
'tlA fteit pófc^ te f ut)f UAtrh-Af ,no^5 iomp(Vó uaic moóf oi*óe 

in. 

Ci-a t>eif gufi fAnn vo ge-AttcA, toeif ofc bf eite cruiai'ó ; 
X>Á m-bei'óteil f eattce-Aó, ní gan tdf #ó ttei'óeAó T)o JfUAró. 
T)eifte-Af, ofc óó fxvo fcí fáifgte cuittfig cfom', 
50 r>f uit T)o óf oit>e f ctáb-Aó ctAoice 'guf cti cf om : 
O! t\Á cfeiT) i-AT) ; níori V f éiTMjt te cuing tú T)0 étAOiti,— 
'tl ^ic -a f oittf ige-Ann *oo f pioriAT),f oittf iJe-Ann fAoif f e óoróó'. 



1S Y#0 í Ó'tt Uítt. 



fonn — fopoAit ah •oojtAf. 
I. 

tf fAT) í O'n cíp t>-f uit a ti-05-tAOó 'nn a lui'óe, 
'S 5An áirvo -Ari a f uif i£itt '5 a t>f eus<vó ; 

Aóc uimpige^nn 50 f uAfi ó f úititt 5-Aó fAoi, 
Oif zá a cf oíúe te n-A céite '5 -a eu5A*ó. 

n. 

'S ixvo Afcfiám T)utóAif a cff ' f éin T)o feinn, 

ttinn 5AÓ fé-Aff-A *o' Af áit teif x>o rheArhriA'ó; 

O 'f beAg imnit>e tuóc ctuince a ceótCA t>mn, 
A crtoíóe beit '5 4 fcfifexvó s^n OAttfA'ó. 



I 
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II 

Thy rival was honourM, whilst thou wert wrong'd and scorn'd 
Thy crown was of briers, while gold her brows adorn'd ; 
She woo'd me to temples, while thou layest hid in caves, 
Her íriends were all masters, while thine, alas ! were slaves ; 
Yet cold in the earth, at thy f eet, I would rather be, 
Than wed what I love not, or turn one thought from thee. 

III 

They slander thee sorely, who say thy vows are frail — 
Hadst thou been a false ono, thy cheek had look'd less pale. 
They say too, so long thou hast worn those lingering chains, 
Thatdeepinthyhearttheyhaveprinted their servile stains, 
Oh ! foul is thy slander — no chain could that soul subdue — 
Where shineth thy spirit, there liberty shineth too ! 



SHE IS FAR FROM THE LAND. 



Air. — Opea tbe Door. 



I. 

She is far from tfre land, where her young hero sleeps, 

And lovers are round her sighing ; 
But coldly she turns from their gaze, and weeps, 

For her heart in his grave is lying ! 

n. 

She sings the wild songs of her dear native plains, 
Every note which he loved awaking; — ■ 

Ah ! little they think, who delight in her strains, 
How the heart of the Minstrel is breaking. 



1 



20 ^titráin an eminn. 

ni. 

T)o tf\A\$ fé X) 9 a pón ; Aguf x>'eu5 fé T)\a óf\tó : 
So An metiT) fcí '&a ée-AngAit Af c-aLaiíi : 

tlí tu-At $&Attaf cpom-Sut & tíjte -Aon fgít, 

'S ní ttei"ó fA*o 5-An a óéite, -aii UAirfi f Aldtfi. 

IV. 
O •oéan u-Aitft t>í 'f &t\ Á\z b-f uit n-A g-Aet' spéwe fiAji, 

'tlaáip geAtte^nn fi-A*o m-ájuó stófiAó : 
t)eit> 'f oittfiu§-A"ó a$ a f uan m<Aj\ f míge-A'ó ann \a$ 

O n-a T)ít-inif f ém acá t>j\6n-Aó. 



cá t>-ptnt aíi utiáitt ts uáme. 



f onn — Síop A3Uf fíof tiom. 



V* 



L 

C4 b-fuit aii ctvAttt if cáipe* 
A ngéitteAt cjui-ai'ó, cu-Af n-áij\e, 

X)Á m-bei'óe-A'ó ann, 

TUó *o-CAfn6óxvó tAnn 
'tl áw me-At' f «A01 óuing gan gáif e f 
Ci-a x\n cj\ oi*óe fAot égce-Af c ctAoncA, 
X\ *o' f-Anp a"6 té fceit aoncAó : 

'S 50 m-b' Aoittin t>6, 

T)á m-bei'óe-A'ó f fop-beó 
Ann uóc an ^ttvo-fíg, fínce. 

SUn te-Ac, eif e ! — toí fUn 

A ó-AOine-Af ^f n-áp te *oe6]uib Un, 

* Táir, vile, base. 



\ 
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III. 

He liad lived f or his love, f or his countrj lie died, 
They were all that to lif e had entwined hinx ; 

líbr soon shall the tears of his country be dried, 
Nor long will his love stay behind him. 

IV. 

Oh ! make her a grave where the sunbeams rest 

When they promise a glorious morrow; 
Thej^ll shine o'er her sleep, like a smile from the West, 

From her own loved island of sorrow. 



OH! WHERE'S THE SLAVE. 



Air — Sios Agm Sios Liom, 



I. 

Oh! where's the slave, so lowly, 
Condemn'd to chains unholy, 

Who, could he burst 

His bonds at first, 
Would pine beneath them slowly ? 
What soul, whose wrongs degrade it, 
Would wait till time decayed it, 

When thus its wing 

At once may spring 
To the throne of Him who made it ? 

Farewell, Erin ! farewell, all 

Who live to weep our fall ! 
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AttaÁtn ak eminn. 

n. 

ílí annfA At) tAiftp&At p^fA'ó 
CA t>eó 5^n toAinc, gAn X)Ápa&óX>, 

'Ha an *otAOiS s^n btát, 

A $mt> fteAfg a f fg-át 
"O'on m-t>u a"óaó, t>u"ó *óuAt a fáfu&vó. 
Cá ^n 5-cof &p fip áp 5-cáifvoe ; 
} S An stAf-ifieifls* cóstA Ann Afnoe ; 

'S iAT) te n-An t>-caoi&, 

fUf 6tlf A flAtfl, 

'S -a n^ifi-Ait) f ótfiAinn gan fáipe. * 
Stán te-AC, éipe ! — t>f ftdn 
A C-AOine-Af áp n-^jt te x>eótiAi5 tdn/ 



t>* AOit>ititi Ati steAtiti tiótfiAtn sítice. 



f onn — CAttín *oeAf cftúcA-ó ha m-bó. 



I. 

t)' AOifcinn An gteann póifiAm fínce, 

^nn -Ap fág mé mo ééite 'f mo Sfiá*ó, 
'S t>í mé te ftonfi imníóe tíoncA 

T)' f^s m' Atgne f aoi fmúit) a'f f aoi fg-dt. 
Úof\ui§ mé an teuf t>o ge-Att m' aon-f eAf\c, 

T)o tAf-A*ó, te mo foittfiugA'ó V^ c-ftige, 
Aóc t>u*ó t)!otfi-AOin, ne-Aifi-f éim-Arh-Ait mo SeufKóe<A|tc, 

te tinn cf\oiméit> neutCAt* n-A h-oi'óó'. 

*Sáire, purity, goodness. 



---1 
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II 

Less dear tlie laurel growing 
Alive, untouch'd, and blowing, 

Than that whose braid 

Is pluck'd to shade 
The brows with victory glowing. 
"We tread the land that bore xis, 
Her green flag glitters o'er us, 

The fríends we've tried 

Are by our side, 
And the foe we hate before us. 

Farewell, Erin, — farewell, all 

"Who live to weep our f all. 



THE VALLET LAT SMILING BEFORE ME. 
(The Song of 0'Ruark, Prince of Breffni.) 



Air— The Pretty Girl Milking the Cows. 



I. 

The valley lay smiling before me, 

Where lately I left her behind ; 
Tet I trembled, and something hung o'er me, 

That sadden'd the joy of my mind. 
I look'd for the lamp, which she told me 

Should shine when her pilgrim return'd, 
But, tho' darkness began to infold me. 

No lamp from the battlements burn'd. 



24 AttrUin Att emtnn. 

II. 

X)\ & feómtvA & TTionfuiSe-Af , s^in cionót, 

Có UAi^neAC m^p uaiiíi, aCc mo óftá'ó ! 
11,aC fínce f An u-Attfi t>f an fcjuitnneAtt, 

'H ^ic eutuigte 50 nátpe^ó 'f a cjtAt. 
t)i an Crunc CeóttfiAft cpoCc-A a$ &n m-txAttA, 

te 4 m-t)|\eti5f-A , ó mo ttftón, an ttean 05, 
ACc An tárh fgeit a ceót C|tí*o -An t-AttA, 

Zá 45 cfttt Ag An scotscpió f aoi £615. 

III. 

t!)í *\m Atin, -a Ceite C<Am CtuAineAC, 

TM n-*oé^nf Ai*óe -An fiofm-A t>ut> túgA, 
&S cu t* ^ 00 ^ ei t c^itfóeAóCA tuAtneAó',* 

téimpexvó tAnn *o* f ij\ a CofAinc t>o Ctu : 
Aóc anoif , a ttean na *o-c^i|t-f5eut 'f t\& n-t>4ncA, 

1f c|tu>Aitti$e 'f if cAf cuifntje cáit, 
t)eif pe-A|\ teóf-Cúiciu§-A*ó Cfom ann *oo CÁince, 

Cf é ópe-AC -A*f cf é étv&ó 1nfe-fáit. 

IV. 

€ámic Ce*\nn-A -An rh-AttACC 5-An f. AtAC ; 
"Cá n-A coisftS' if bf úi*oeArhtA coit, 

*Oé-An-Afh fSflOf Af» ÓftíÓ £ó*ÓtA 50 tXAttAC, 

O .a mín 5teAnncx\ *oeAf5 te fuit. 
Acc f 0f5tAi"ó ^n 5tAf-rheif»se -Ann -áijvoe, 

t>i*óeA"ó f uitceaC 5-aC tárh a'f 5-AC tAnn • 
O tinn-ne ceAjtc, éif e, 'f Á$ 5-cAirvoe, 

An a&ai'ó é-A5Cóf' na S-AfAnaC ce-Ann. 

* CáMdheacht luaincach, unsteadiness of character. 
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IL 

I flew to her chamber — 'twas lonely, 

As if the loved tenant lay dead ; — 
Ah, would it were death, and death only ! 

Buti no, tlie young f alse one had fled. 
And tliere hung tlie lute that could soften 

My very worst pains into bliss, 
"While the hand that had waked it so often 

iNow throbb'd to a proud rival's hiss. 

ni 

There was a time, falsest of women ! 

When Breffni's good sword would have sought 
That man, through a million of foemen, 

Who dared but to wrong thee in thought ! 
While now — O degenerate daughter 

Of Erin, how fallen is thy f ame ! 
And through ages of bondage and slaughter, 

Our country shall bleed for thy shame. 

í 
IV. 

Already the curse is upon her, 

And jstrangers her valleys prof ane ; 
They come to divide — to dishonour, 

And tyrants they long will remain. 
But onward ! — the green banner rearing, 

Go, flesh every sword to the hilt ; ' 

On our side is Virtue aijd Erin, 

On theirs is the Saxon and guilt. 
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-Afcitáin ati emtnn. 



tt-ptnt x>' Og-taete setmtíiAiv paoi tionn-trtit)? 

fonn — pÁujiAic CttiAineAÓ. 



I. 

t)-f uit x> 6%A>&ete feunrhAp' £aoi tionn-T>ub, 

tTUp tfiAitwn p-AOi fUm •oe 'n óeó? 
'S f o tu-At *oo óu-ai*ó t-Atumn-ne ceann-ffut 

An W, n-áp gn-át-Aó t>|\ón 5^n f óg. 
t)-puit f íoncA n-A h-Aoif e séijt' cpu.Ai'óe 

Ueaóc ap ^foi'óe -a t>í aetvAó 50 teóf ? 
U-Af óug-Am, a temtt na cfu-Aige, 

A'f f itf e#o teac x>eój\ te "oeóf. 

II. 

An -Atfi^it te cpé Óitte-ttiAnc^in,* 

An ge-An ap aj\ ótAon *oo ót\oi*óe, 
A m-bí*óe-Ann cfitpe cfé f téifcce if jte-Annc-áin 

A5 •oe-AtfA'ó ann 5^6 -áic T)'^ f tí£e ? 
Aóc •o'éif móf-áin f-AOt-Atp <Ag f orh-Ap 

n-A cfé 'nn .a b-puit ó|t f éif\ oáit', 
Cá 2ty f-AOt-Ap &An cotvA"ó, s^n f ógrti-Af, 

5-An -Aon twó 'nn-A "ói-Aig te pá&Ait. 

III. 
tlAib t)o *óói§ m-Af eun na f oif-fioS-Aóc', 

T)ut ó ótunn 50 ctiAnn, '*oeit\ x\n fgeut, 
^5 CAifbéAn-A'ó f eói*oe na T)tvAO , óex^óc , 

t)í foittfiug-A'ó te gtóif, 6 n-x\ tteut? 
&$ ótvAOib t>' éif cttAOibe 45 f eAf-Arii, 

StVo óug-AT) x\ feóm -Af An ngéis, 
Aóc t>' éif tfi t)o tfie.AttA'ó te c-Af a*ó, 

StVo u<aic í -Afíf 50 h-eug. 

* Cill Mantain, the Irish name of Wicklow. 
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HAS SORROW THY TOUNG DAYS SHADED. 

Air— Sly Patrick. 

L 

Has sorrow thy jroung dayB shaded, 

As clouds o'er tlie morníiig fleet? 
Too fast have tliose young days faded, 

Tliat even in sorrow were sweet. 
Does Time, witli his cold wing wither 

Each feeling tliat once was deár? 
Then, child of misfortune, come titlier, 

ril weep with. thee, tear for tear. 

IL 

Has love to tliat soul, so tender, 

Been like a Lagenian mine, 
Where sparkles of golden splendour 

All over tlie snrf ace shine ? 
But, if in pursuit we go deeper, 

Allured by the gleam that shone, 
Ah ! f alse as the dream of the sleeper, 

Like Love, the bright ore is gone. 

i IIL 
Has Hope, Iike the bird in the story, 

That flitted from tree to tree 
With the talisman's glittering gloryp-« 

Has Hope been that bird to thee ? 
On branch af ter branch alighting, 

The gem did she still display, 
And, when nearest and most inviting, 

Then waft the fair gem away ? 
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IV. 

ÍWÁ eutui§ mAf f ú-o Atr\ nA mitfe, 

'tl-áft f e^ptiiiig Aon tá T)' ^Ljt m-bit ; 
ít\Á 'f meAttc-At f [\it muinigin na 'oitfe 

A tonntung •oufc-neutCA Afi 5-cpoi"óe : 
1TU 'f cfíoncd mAft f út) te 5-Aetifc cfotAfóe 

Uá 546 c-áiti"óeA6c tM Sfá'óAó 50 teófl : 
Ua^ óugAm, a teinb n-A cf»UAige, 

A'f f itf e-At) teac T>eóf» te *oeóf». 



ní ii<Mt> Co pxMtceAttiAiU 

f Otltl — tA£ An toóA. 



I. 

tlí tuib 6ó f-áitce^tfiAit n-A ceótcA fí£e 

Ue<A6c Af neAó fu-Anrh-Af 50 f óitt a fóAtíi, 
Upá teit-T>tiif5te Af cátfi n-A ti-ofó^', 

Ctume<Af feAt*ne-Atti'ó < A t)inn te 'na tAOib — 
t)o ttpif f^ft-Stit ojinv'pAn ^™ t^ 1 ^ txAitce 

An cf ot*óe 'n mo tájt f aoi tttom-f tám 6eó, 
5-An t>ói£ 50 5-ctuinp-Ai'ó -An ■oeójui'óe cjvÁi'óce, 

fonn 6ó bmn t>e-Annuigte Aftff 50 *oeó. 

II. 

5ut binn n-A T>ítfe, nuf» tium-g-Aot fAtfituró, 

50 f^irfi A5 &aUj$a , ó cf»é •ouAtA* OAm', 
XVf OAfCA fti^e^in, t>í fUAim na ti-Atfi-Aju, t 

'Ue<A6c cfé 5^6 cu.Af T>e m* 6f ofóe 'f^n Atn. 
'bu'ó íc a 5-00541* é, t>u*ó to6tunn 5ttUntfi-Af 

'5-a tUA'ó ; A*f t>'f e-áw ^ 10 ™ 'n* ax\ f -Aog-At 5^n f oinn 
tílo tfom-t-átfi f-A*o-A, zá te T>ub-t>ttón Uonrfup, 

"Oeit t>fifce 45 ceótcAib 66 t>e<Annuigte t>mn. 

* Featá, hannony. 

f Arrihar, harmony, music. 
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IV. 

If tliuB the young hours liave fleeted, 

When sorrow itself look'd bríght ; 
If thus tlie f air liope hath cheated, 

That led thee along so light ; 
If thus the cold world now wither 

Each feeling that once was dear: — 
Come, child of misfortune, come hither, 

ril weep with thee, tear for tear. 



NO, NOT MORE WELCOME. 



Air— Luggelaw. 



I. 

No, not more welcome the fairy numbers 

Of music f all on the sleeper's ear, 
When half awaking from f earful slumbers, 

He thinks the full choir of heaVn is near, — 
Then came that voice, when, all forsaken, 

This heart long had sleeping lain, 
Nor thought its cold pulse would ever waken 

To such benign, blessed sounds again. 

II 

Sweet voice of comfort ! 'twas like the stealing 

Of summer wind through some wreathed shell- 
Each secret winding, each inmost f eeling 

Of all my soul echoed to its spell ! — 
'Twas whisper'd balm — ^twas sunshine spoken, — • 

Fd live years of grief and pain 
To have my long sleep of sorrow broken 

By such benign, blessed sounds again. 
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05-LAOÚ Í1A iwm. 



fonti — móijttn. 



*Oo tfttAlt óum GAt' 65-tAOó rw |unn, 

t^H nátfiAT) Cipe-Ann -áf\fAi$e; 
Umn At-At* fáifgte Aif 50 ce-Ann, 

Ann -AomfeAóc te n-A ótái|\fig. 
" A tíf» t\A n-T>án !" *oeif An tAOó-úeóit Sftint^ 

" T)4 m-bei'óe-A'ó At\ fAogdt t>o *o f •ó-AOftA'ó, 
*'ZÁ Aon óptnc Atfi^in te *oo rhotA*ó 50 bmn, 

" 'S Aon tAnn 'tfváin te *oo fAOf-A*ó." 



II. 

*Oo tutc An bájvo ! aóc má tutc, 50 f óitt, 

t)i a óforóe ne-Atfi-eastAó, cfeunifi-Af, 
A'f f^ot) fé ceu*OA cUliffige -An óeóit 

T)o fcuAb fé, ^n cfvát bí feuntfvAjt: 
A'f •oúbAifC, "tlí tfiittfró cuing *oo gut, 

A ófuic 6-Aom n<A peat-A* fAOipe; 
A'f ní ctumpe-Af 50 ti-eug *oo tán bmn-ftuit, 

Láp t)pui*oe A'f bfótn ha cífe." 

*Featha, genitivc otfeatli, skill, knovflcdgc, harmóny. 
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THE MINSTEEL BOY. 



Air— The Moreeai. 



I. 

Ihe Minstrel Boy to the war is gone, 

In the ranks of death you'll find hím ; 
His father's sword he has girded on, 

And his wild harp slung behind him. 
" Land of song !" said the warrior bard, 

" Though all the world betrays thee, 
One sword, at least, thy rights shall guard, 

One faithful harp shall praise thee I" 

* II. 

The Minstrel f ell ! — but the foeman's chain 

Could not bring that proud soul under ; 
The harp he loved ne'er spoke again, 

For he tore its chords asunder ; 
And said, " No chains shall sully thee, 

"Thou soul of love and bravery ! 
Thy songs were made for the pure and free, 

They shall never sound in slaverv." 



Atta&n &n eminn. 



ttnc tAtin tonnii&c émeAnn. 



foun — C^tiAéÁn tiA féwe. 



I. 

Úuic tAnn tonnjuó eif eann te twttte tu-At, seup-ttttS 

Afi An cé bjiAit cUnn thfnt£ a'f &t«r 5**04* At\ ^S : 

'S n1 tt4 bjvAOin 501^ c gotA A y f -Atc-At) ó'n tt-f eAtt t>u&, 
'n* rSAfoiMtt Att 4 ctAi"óe^tti 6 ff ut f otA -a ópofóe. 

II. 

T)-A|t4n *oe-Af5-f támtM óf cionn tAnn-x>ufc ConóotoAtnasf íne-A*ó f 
'nu^if tM Cfí tAOÓtU tltA'Ó a teatXA f ot4 f aoi f uan : 

X>a\í n& cpeun-connA C4t4 &s fcontut) 'f -Ag UonA*ó, 

A f eót 54if 5i-ói§ 50 bu-A-ó-Ac, 'f 50 ct\eifeAtfi4it óum cuam- 

III. 

mónDigmuit) cfiiciu&A'ó : ó fianf' befómit) fAtArh : 

t)í , óe-A , ó an ótg 5An céite, trfóeAt) Ati óf uic 5-An ceót, jMnn ; 

t)í'Óe-A , Ó -An Ce4ttAé 5-An f U-AftaAf , 'f £An f AOtfUg.A'Ó At\ CXVtAlfl 

50 5-c4fntAf cpom-'óío&Atc-Af -Anu-Af a^ 4 óeann. 

IV. 

A ttf§ ! 51* guf mitif Áp m-t>4ite •oo tiieAttf u&a-ó ; 

5!*ó guf t4itne^tfi^ó n-A T>eófA *oo fttce-Aft te *oÁui\ : 
5ró 5Uf -Aoittw 5AÓ se-An a$ tuóc c4troAif a'f catttiA, 

te *oío$AtCAf a$ •ói4n-ofc, ní't 4on ni*ó éó fátíi. 

* Dáímh, friendship, Irindred. 
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ATENGING AIíD BRIGHT. 



Air— Crooghan na Féine; 



I. 

Avenging and bright f all the swift sword of Erin, 
On him, who the brave sons of TJsna betrayed ! 

For eVry fond eye which he waten'd a tear in, 

A drop from his heart-wounds shall weep o'er her blade. 

II. 

By the red cloud that hung over Conor's dark dwelling, 
When Ulad's three champions lay sleeping in gore — 

By the billows of war, which so often, high swelling, 
Have wafted these heroes to victorj^s shore — 

III. 

"We swear to revénge them !— no joy shall be tasted, 
The harp shall be silent, the maiden unwed, 

Our halls shall be mute and our fields shall lie wásted. 
Till vengeance is wreak'd on the murderer's head ! 

IV. 

Yes, monarch ! though sweet are our home recollections, 
Though sweet are the tears that f rom tenderness f afl ; 

Tlioaigh sweet are óurfriendships, our hopes, our affections, 
Revenge on a tyrant is sweetest of all ! 



34 



Abadin Aii eminrr. 

Stntvó, stntró. 



fotiti — AfcftAti ah tJftóin. 



I. 

5uiti*ó, suiti<>, -oeóiiA a rput, 

tvíAVb ttuf n-Am tAfc mAf 6eó; 
ZJá fcuf m-t>Aitt 5*n tút ó óuit>tu§* ciug', 

'S ní &éi*ó buf t5-fif tiíof mó! 
t>trt> t>íom-Aom s^tfse LdoófA ceann , 

tJwb 'olotttAOin cótíiAiftte ctdttmdtv fdoi * 
'S 54ó 4ic "d'a roúócdft fdotffe ann, 

tlí tdfdnn Aftíf a óottié'. 

II. 
5uitit> : 50 f óitt *oo "ó&dnpdn cedftc, 

te fcáifvdi& 1nfe }?4it, 
'S 44* tomd*o e^óc tw) f oittfeó&dt* ce-dttc, 

ZÁ ^noif f-doi fmúit) "0015 cáit*; 
'S 45 ftfi&dt '061& cíf' tK> f-á5A*ó trán, 

t)-puit ^n c-ofc 'f An ctváitt 'fdn u ^t$ t 
Cia an t>6i$, te íonsn-dó, fi-dfp óódf, tán, 

£ttálf T)ÍO$A Aft fS-Alt flAtfl t)ttdrÓ? 

ni. 

"lf cweAmatn ófudi*ó (beróit) '5 & Uwó), 

ttinn' oi^e tiuf n-impif a "óeatb: 
'S nudif tií tiuf nám *otút, cednn a b-fu-dt, 

tlíon gtdc Sf^^ OfVdib fe.Atb: 
Aóc •o'fuAfuig efoi'óte fcu'ó 'oudt tteit cetú, 

A5 cp u-ditttu&d'ó t>é x\a m-beAnnAtc ; 
'S 4f 6itt, t>o tAtui$ ftomn fá teit, 

"Oo t^Qfs fomn eite mdttdtc." 
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WEEP ON, WEEP ON. 



Air — The Song of Sorrow. 



I. 

Weep on, weep on, your liour is past ; 

Tour dreams of pride are o'er ; 
The fatal chain is round you cast, 

And you are men no more ! 
In vain the Hero's heart hath bled ; 

The Sage's tongue had warn'd in vain ; — 
Oh, Freedom ! once thy flame hath fled, 

It never lights again ! 

II. 

Weep on — perhaps in after days, 

The/U learn to love your name ; 
When many a deed may wake in praise 

That long hath slept in blame. 
And when they tread the ruin'd Isle, 

Where rest, at length, the lord and slave, 
The^'ll wond'ring ask, how hands so vile 

Could conquer hearts so brave. 

m. 

" Twas f ate," thev'll say, " a wavward f ate, 

Tour web of discord wove ; 
And, while your tjrante join'd in hate, 

Tou never joined in love. 
But hearts fell offi that ought to twine, 

And man prof aaed what God hath given, 
Till some were heard to curse the shrine 

Where others knelt to Heaven." 



36 Abnim ati eininn. 



tií lets riA T>eóti<Mt> x>o sttueAU s& zn&t. 



fonn — tlA f e pijine. 



L 

tlí teif ad T>eótuib t)o fitceaf fA ctvát 

A fínce-Af é a 5-cpé na ti-u-Airhe, 
CAif beancAf ce-Af Aguf cé-AS-Af ^p n-5t^> 

tlo *ooitiweAf t>of óa -Ap 5-cúrhA : 
Aóc te "oeótvAitJ 45 ceaóc 50 ftof-ftvAf ó'n g-cpon&e, 

poittfigteAf s«f buan 4f fmuaince 
Ap -An m-Uáf fcap x>uitte Af -Aoifcneaf Á$ m-bit, 

T)'^ b-f-ágAit m-Af "oeótvAib ctAoróce. 

n. 

Có-f at) A'f tteróe-Af a tteatA gtAf Avin -Ájt s-cpofóe, 

A'f a tMp, mAf if x>UAt, '5 a óAOtne-A'ó, 
tteró a tteuf a mAt\ tóófVAnn f jeit f ottnf x*f áf f tíge, 

*guf -áf T>-coit éum 5A6 maite-AfA 45 ctAon^ó — 
tTUti An T)e-AS-frAtA'ó c-Aitne.Atii.Ao tteif eAf an f utgeAtt 

'Oo'n úif , a m-beróeann n-AOirh -Ann f ínce, 
t)eit> á éáitróeaóc ann Á$ 5-cuirhne gAó U %>'*$ f ^ogAt, 

'S á\í 5-ct\oi"óe te n*A íorii^ig tfoncA. 
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IT IS NOT THE TEAE AT THIS MOMENT SHED. 



Air— The Sixpence. 



I, 

It is not the tear at this moment shed, 

When the cold turf has just been laid o'er him, 
That can tell how beloved was the soul that fled, 

Or how deep in our hearts we deplore him : 
'Tis the tear thro' many a long day wept, 

Through a lif e by his loss all shaded ; 
Tis the sad remembrance, f ondly kept, 

When all lighter griefs have f aded ! 

« 

II. 

Oh ! thus shall we mourn ; and his memorj^s light, 

While it shines through our hearts, will improve them ; 
For worth shall look fairer, and truth more bright, 

When we think how he lived but to love them ! 
And, as buried saints the grave perfume, 

Where, fadeless, thej^ve long been lying, 
So our hearts shall borrow a sweetf ning bloom 

From the image he lef t there in dying ! 



*° Attftám ar. eimrm. 



r\Á cóg ah An O-tnte. 



I. 

tU cós Af Ati b-pte, má eutuigeAnn r-á'n 5-ctu-An, 
Tl a m-bí'óeAnn r óg-ótAon 45 ronóit) V ÁO * ^o-cua-ó 50 buan ; 
tlíof t-Aif bl -oóig rmfeAf , V te u * ln 's^r te cjtát 
50 ctút-Ariiuit, -oo «éAnf 40 smotii sáirs 1 * 5^ VS&t ; 
X\h ceut> cá 'noir r in ^e ap an 5-ceót-ótuaic 5° F Arm > 
X)o f eotpvó a s-crofóe náriiA'o ax\ báf-s-At 5° ceann ; 
r S An ce-Ans-A naó pte-Ann aóc mit-ftuát na 5-cUon, 
t>u-ó cuitceAó í\as bpofoóSA-ó 5tt*ó-cítte na b-pan. 

IX 

tMo nu-Aijt "o'a tíf -átumn! cá a CAitpéim 'nn a turóe, 

r S -An ct\oi"óe cp&óA bfirce, náft b' f éiDfft «a óUoi. 

CAitpt) é-ASOAOin -a pott-fttoóc beit ^tuigte ó'n c-fAQ&At, 

'Oip ir b-Ár-bpeit a cofAinc, 'r nft a ctmtAnn $An UAO$At. 

O s ctAnn 5-An -Aon óeannAr, nwma tvoé-Anfr-Ai-ó rt*o re^tt, 

'S munA -o-cfUAittigit) a r^r^t* A 5 lompógA-ó te 5-Att ; 

*S At\ cpittre-An zá &s tarxvó r^S e céime 5AÓ U, 

tl-Aó rsiobt^r ó'n 5-c-átm é, -Ajt -a b-puit eijte -o'-a cttÁ*ó ! 

m. 

í\á cós -Ajt -An b-pte t>o beit -A5 ríotwo&Anarh ftAnn, 

'S An c-otc, nAó n-*oán téigeAr, *oo TMbtteA-ó te sreann : 

t)i'óe-A'ó Ai^e aóc teur -oótóuir, ir tdrF* 1 * 50 beó 

A fors cpé bttAC cútfiA m^r an gftAn qté rtám ceó : 

X)éAt\^AVó íO'ób-Airc *oo ti-éitunn *oe t\A beupnb a bfóe-Ann 

r 5^ f eotd'ó -Att me<At\b.Att te p.Án-A'ó a ótAon, 

*S te 'otAoig tía 5-cttAob stAf -a c-á p$ce ^r a óe^nn, 

tTlAtt An 5r eu 5 A 5 imitic "oíogAtc-Air, r-Atóó-Afó ré -a tAnn. 
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OH ! BLAME EOT THE BARD. 



Air— Kitty TyrreL 



L 

Oh ! blame noi the bard, if he fly to the bow'rs, 

"Where pleasure lies carelessly smilrng at fame; 
He was born f ór much more, and in happier hours, 

His soul might have burn'd with a holier flame. 
The string, that now languishes loose tfer the lyre, 

Might have bent a proud bow to the warrior's dart ; 
And the lip which now breathes but the song of desire, 

Might have pour'd the full tide of the patriot's heart! 

II 
But, alas f or his country ! — her pride has gone by, 

And that spirit is broken, which never would bend ; 
O'er the ruin her children in secret must sigh, 

Por 'tis treason to love her, and death to defend. 
JTnprized are her sons, till thev've learn'd to betray ; 

TJndistinguish'd they live, if they shame not their sires; 
And the torch that would light them through dignitv's way, 

Must be caught from the pile where their country expires. 

III. 
Then blame not the bard, if in pleasure's soft dream 

He should try to f orget what he never can heal ; 
Oh ! give but a hope — let a vista but gleam 

Thro' the gloom of his countrv, and mark how he'll feel! 
That instant, his heart at her shrine would lay down ; 

Every passion it nursed, every bliss it adored, 
While the mvrtle, now idly entwined with his crown, 

Like the wreáth of Harmodious, should cover his swori 
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IV. 
A6c 5ÍÓ stijt e-Atuig *oo tiióf-^éim mAft -Aiftmg na ti-oi*ó6', 
t)éró *o\Ainm 's-a tuxvó 45 -An b-fite & 6oi"ó6' ; 
An cftá if mó fu-AfCAf Ajt a Atgne te f eun, 
t>éit> A5 feinm 50 ti-áfvo-ttinn *oo teAtcpom 'f *oo teun : 
Ctuinf fó At\ coi5|\!ge^ó *oo g«*ffcA-6foi , óe fíon', 
UAóf ató éAgCAOin *oo 6táiffig t-Af muip a'f tAf cíp ; 
'S -oo ti-Agf n-Ait), 45 ce^nnAt) na ftAt)|tAi , óe *oo t)' tt-Aoi-ó, 
Sitpt) *oeótvA na cftu-Aige te ce-Ann b^ifce c^oi'óe. 



trfóe<yó suAti ottu, ánut tfiAOttte. 



f onn — AHfiA, m' eiottti "óíttf. 

I. 

t)í , óe-A , ó fUAn ofc, ff ut tílaoitte, cá bof j\tA te *oíte, 

tlá t)UAit)f e-At) n^ fíoncA tx> óium-cuite tán, 
Uá -A5 éifoe-Aóc 'f -An oi'óte te got ingín' tín: e 

A5 é-AgCAOin n^ nge-AfA *o'fr^5 í te fán. 
Cá ti-am biof -An AtA as f oijv6eAnn a *otiAOi , óeA6cA, 

CÁ ti-Am *oo ctuinf e^ a ti-eug-óeót -a^ coinn ? 
Cá ti-am *oo buaitf e-Af *OAm Ájvo-^tos-A figeAóCA 

tlA b-ft-Aite-Af , *oo m' fáitaugAt) ó'n c-fAOg-At f o gobmn ? 

II. 
A\\ *oo toinn g-Afb geitfifit), momuif ! béit> mo ó-AOince 

A5 f uASf-At) mo •ó^oi'óe-AóCA cpé n-A fAogAtc-A, 50 buan, 
£at) cá éijie fAoi óuibf eAó a seuft-nátinvo, f ínce, 

A5 f eite^t) Af a n-u-Aif te n-A -ofifAtc ó fu,An : 
CS ti-am éif eóó-Af f eutc tonnjtAó 45 foittfiúgxvó 

Ap .fAitfi-mif éipeAnn tÁn-to^ftAnn An tAe? 
Cá ti-am *oo ctumfe-Af ceót ftAtdif 45 foittfiugxvó, 

gup p-Áitcige-At) ponn-AutA 50 n-Aorh-^tiAf T)é ? 
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IV. 

But though glory be gone, and though hope fade awav, 

Thy name, loved Erin, shall live in his songs ; 
Nbt even in the hour when his heart is most gay, 

"Will he lose the remembrance of thee and thy wrongs. 
The stranger shall hear thy lament on his plains ; 

The sigh of thy'harp shall be sent o'er the deep, 
Till thy masters themselves, as they rivet thy chains, 

Shall pause at the song of their captive, and weep ! 



SILENT, MOTLE ! BE THE EOAE OF THT WATER 



Air — Arrah, my dear Eveleen. 



I. 

Silent, Moyle ! be the roar of thy water, 

Break not, ye breezes ! your chain of repose, 
While, murmuring mournfully, Lir's lonely daughter 

Tells to the night-star her tale of woes. 
When shall the Swan, her death-note singing, 

Sleep with wings in darkness furl'd? 
When will Heav'n, its sweet bell ringing, 

Call my spirit from this stormy world? 

II. 
Sadly, Moyle ! to thy winter-wave weeping, 

Fate bids me languish long ages away ; 
Yet still in her darkness doth Erin lie sleeping, 

Still doth the pure light its dawning delay ! 
When will that day-star, mildly springing, 

Warm our Isle with peace and love? 
When will Heaven, its sweet bell ringing, 

Call my spirit to the fields above ? 
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mAti An tiAOtii-teitie Iasua x\ 5-cttt 'oaha 

UMgeati. 

fofm — Ci me 'mo óoótou. 



I. 

THx\|\ An n-Aorh-teme tAf ca <a 5-Citt-*OAfiA LdjgeAn , 

5-A11 múó-At) cjté btiA'ó-AncA x>e t>omeAnn gettf, &Of5, 
CÁ at\ cf ot*>e biof táf fíoncA tf f mAf <An c-efóe-An, 
'S nac s-córiinuijgeAnn 'nA t>tAi$ f in aif , ftn£eAtt bfóm,no 
tof£. 
éif e ! éif e ! m-Af f úd cá 50 móf 
t)o fpiofAt) ^s bftfeAó cf é fs&te «a «-«oeof ; 
éif e ! O éif e ! maf f út) c-á 50 móf 
t)o fpiofAt) -A15 bfif eat) Cfé fgÁite na n-Deóf . 

n. 

Zá na f ig-AéCA *o' étf ctAonAt) áfo ^ftó a f étm', 
Agtif neatCA nA b-ott>ce 45 ceatc <&f a 5-c-áit, 
r^ étfe ttiAf Sf iAn m-Arone 45 é*f»$e a 5-céim, 

'S ní oéi*ó Aon c-ftám t)*A geuf-fcfano sos-dtfit) te pá&Att. 
éif e ! O éife ! cá te fAO&&tCAi& f aoi f jyát, 
tlu-Aif etitóóAf a 5-ctiti-f &n, béi"ó "oo &Attféim fAOi btát ; 
éif e ! O éif e ! c-á te fAo&AtCAtb p aot f £At, 
tlu-Aif eutóó-Af -a s-ctiú-fwM», béií> ix) &Attféini f aoi btát. 

in. 

tífóeAtin -An ttte f exvo setrhffo 'n a cot)tAt> f a 5-Gfé, 

5-An me-At-A'ó te bAifcaAé, ^An t>úfAéc te fion, 
50 n-éif \%vú af íf te 5-Aetto *n eAffAfg, 

TVf-A&Att 6 téA^Af n& b-áft)-£f étne f,dfS-afc a'f 'Ofon. 
étf e ! O éif e ! cA x>o geirhf eat* £aoi fttAn, 
*S An *oói$, a fh^if beo Cf í*o, béro btÁfcArh-Att 50 tm&n ; 
éif e ! O éif e ! cá tjo J^i^feAt) fAOt fttdn, 
*S ^n *oói$, a rh-Aif t>eó cfít), béit) bUtArhAtt 50 bu^n. 
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LIKE THE BRIGHT LAMP. 



Air — Tha me mo hulla. 

i , 

L 

Like the bright lamp that lay on Rildare's holy fane, 
And bnrn'd through long ages of darimess and storm, 

Is the heart that sorrows have írown'd on in vain, 
Whose spirit outlives them, unf ading and warm ! 

Erin, oh Erin ! thus bright, through the tears 

Of a long night of bondage, thy spirit appears ! 

II. 

The nations have fallen, and thou still are young. 

Thy sun is but rising, when others are set : 
And though! slaverj^s cloud o'er tEy morning hath hung 

The full noon of freedom shall beam round thee yet. 
Erin, Erin! though long in the shade, 
Thy star will shine out when the proudest shall fade. 

III. 

TTnchilTd by the rain, and unwaked by the wind, 
The lily lies sleeping thxough winter^s cold hour, 

Till Spring's light touch her fetters unbind, 
And daylight and liberty bless the young flow'r. 

Thus Erin, O Erin ! thy winter is past, 

And the hope that lived through it shall blossom at last 
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nós ^oéigiotiAC x\ti u-saiíiiíai , ó. 



"ponn — Coittce t)tÁfuiA. 
I. 

ZÁ t\ór *oétgtonAó An c-rAffipAiti teir pétn -aji ax\ s-cjtAOfc, 
'O'étr a óorhttióc nA rséitíie ^ett eugtA a^ 5AÓ cao& : 
5^n Aon r<5r Aifiáin SAOttftAft 5An btát, te t>-rutt 'oáifh, ' 
te tAr<vó, no orn^t) tAfrAtjtc a\í Air *oó, 50 r^itfc. 

II. 
tlí frispvo teac péin tú té mexvóxvó aj\ -An 5615, 
5^n *oo teitgeAn a 5-cot>tA*ó mears t>o gAOtCA 50 tveu^ 
'tUic a m-béitnn re-AfOA 5AÓ U a'r 5^ ofóó', 
tetr n-A |\ór-Atti 5An btát -A'r 5^n txAtAt) t)o tui*óe. 

III. 
mAjt r u "° tf *>fiAt teAntítuin 'nuAip ópíon-Ar ^ 5P*' 6 » 
'S 'nuÁtp eutuigeAr 6 nA reóiT>it> an rsénft a'r ^n X>lÁt ; 
'tloAitv a ctAOfóceAf n-A cf ot-óte rcAp ru^ttc-Ar -aV reun* 
Cía ttefóeAt), m-Att -AonttdnAó, r^ c-r^ogAt ro tetr péin. 



t>it>e<yó ctmfme Ag émirm Ati t\& taetit) t>o t>f. 



ronn — <Ati Siotinaá t*»uA , ó. 



I. 

"bfóexvó cuitfwe 45 étfinn a$ na tAetib *oo tM, 
Sut t>o t>tvAtt -a ctAnn péin t te rettt-tte-Atvc, 
'tlu-Aip tM ío-ó x>e 'n óti-tMtfóe -Af TtUoitfeAótAtnn An |\i$, 

T>o fcOAfó ó'n nÁtrfi t>í u-Aitte-Aó a'r Att-ne^c: 
'tluAttv rs&°^ * fiSte t>ttAc 5tAr n-A CttAOt>-t\ttAi*óe 

ÚAttAttVC A tAOÓttA ÓUtTI OAt-A 50 CtAOntflAfl, 

Sut -oo r^c-Ar r^^fo 6it\eAnn 45 T)e-AttiA*ó 50 nuxvó 
A 5-ctt6tn-frte-Ar5 ^ c-S-Ar^n-At§ ct\euntíi,Aitt. 
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'TIS THE LAST ROSE OF STJMMER. 



Air — Groves of Blamey. 



L 

'Tis the last rose of Summer, left blooming alone ; 
All her lovely companions are faded and gone ; 
No flower of her kindred, no rose-bud is nigh 
To reflect back her blushes or give sigh for sigh. 

II. 
111 not leave thee, thou lone one, to pine on the stem ; 
Since the lovely are sleeping, go sleep thou with them ; 
Thus kindly I scatter thy leaves o'er the bed, 
Where thy mates of the garden lie scentless and dead. 

III. 

So soon may I follow, when friendships decay, 
And from love's shining circle the gems drop away ! 
When true hearts lie wither'd, and fond ones are flown, 
Oh ! who would inhabit this bleak world alone ? 



LET EEIN REMEMBEE THE DAYS OF OLD. 



Air— Tha Red Pox. 



I. 
Let Erin remember the days of old, 

Ere her faithless sons betra^d her, 
When Malachi wore the collar of gold, 

Which he won from her proud invader; 
When her kings with standards of green unfurl'd, 

Led the Red-Braneh Xnights to danger, 
Ere the em'rald gem of the western world 

Was set in the crown of a stranger. 
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II. 

Ufiá tiiof <\ft toó tlé^óA An c-i-df5-Ai|\e 45 fiúfc-At 

te tinn f otuif tAe tteit 45 fAonxvó, 
Ói-óe-Ann feAn-6toi5ti$ fíof, 'nuAiri fciof 50 h-úrhat 

x\rt t>f «aó n-A tinne 45 ctAonxvó : 
tTUri f út), crté Aifting Dei'ómit) a$ fá$Ait 

l^As-teuf art nA tAetit* c-á a 5-ci-AncA, 
'S 50 t>f ón*\6 A5 •oeAftCA'ó -Aft -a n-5tóift f aoi f5«áit 

ZÁ txáttce f A01 tfom-tonn-A' fctixvó-Anc-A. 



An m' uóc p em st<\c suan. 



f otiti — toó Sítw. 



I. 

ITlo t)it etttc totce ! Aft m' u6c féin ^tAC fu-An: 
git) 5tif eutuig -An crteux) u-aic, fo x>* Áw *ófx>in ttuan • 
So ^n fmíse-A'ó 5-An T)ttt>6án* 'suf fe-Aftc-6uraAnn crtoíóe, 
'S^f VÁrh te *oo 6ofiinc, te cons&Ait 5<An f pt. 

II. 
An ce-Af -5|U*ó 50 m-Aift f e^vó f é f eAf rhA^, n<\6 cóif 
Crté fcftón á'f crté gáft ix>eAf , crté n-áifte 'f crté $tóift ? 
ní 'tim eótsx\6 no imnrí>eA6, mÁ cÁtft art 6oift e f aort, 
A6c cÁ'f x\'m, cia D'é tfi, 50 t)-fuit mo £fiá*ó ortc-f a fíorv. 

III. 
T)o £Áift ortm Ainse^t, cfát t>í cú a feun, 
tJeit) mé m-Afi -AinseAt, cftát tú t)ett f aoi teun ; 
A5 teAnrhuin *oo torts, crté £eurt-teince ceó, 
50 -oo 6ofAinc 'f •oo 6úrht)A6c, te mo t>áf no mo fceó. 

*hchán = dubhán; this word is frequently used by the translatov 
re of darkness, or sadness . 
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II. 

On Lough ETeagh's bank, as tlie fisherman strays, 

Wlien the clear cold eve's declining, 
He sees tlie round towers of other days 

In the wave beneath him shining ! 
Thus shall Memory often, in dreams sublime, 

Catch a glimpse of the days that are over ; 
Thus, sighing, look through the waves of Time 

For the long-faded glories they cover! 



COME, REST IN THIS BOSOM. 



Air— Lough Sheeling. 



L 

Come, rest in this bosom, my own siricken deer ! 

Tho' the herd have fled from thee, thy home is still here ; 

Here still is the smile that no cloud can o'ercast, 

And the heart and the hand all thy own to the last ! 

IL 

Oh ! what was love made for, if 'tis not the same 
Through joy and through torment, through glory and shame ? 
I know not, I ask not, if guilfs in that heart, 
I but know that I love thee, whatever thou art. 

III. 

Thou has call'd me thy Angel in moments of bliss, 
And thy Angel I'U be, 'mid the horrors of this, 
Through the furnace, unshrinlang, thy steps to pursue, 
And shield thee, and save thee, or perish there too. 
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ttí t)-fruit AtitiSA 5-ciuntitie Aon ótrniAU, no 

SteAtiti. 



fonti— SeAn cextrni *OotiACA. 



I. 

tlí tt-f uit xuinfA 5-cnuwne x\on óumxxn no gtexMin 
m-an x\n tx\£ x\ t>-f uit có-fnut nx\ t)íf ' x\ttx\nn x\nn ; 
1f tuxMte béfóe-Af éx\tx\igte u<\im m' x\nfx\nn 'f mo bníg, 
'Ha óníonpAf x\n gtex\nn gtx\f tto ún x\f mo ónoi*óe. 

n. 

tlí h-é x\n c-x\riix\n ó bneág xvoifcinn tM f5x\ntx\ x\n 5x\ó cx\ot>, 
tlí h-é tonnxMn x\n óniOfCAit, nÁ ún-t>tát nx\ 5-cnxvot} ; 
111 h-é corns-áin nx\ fnotx\ mxvn eug-óeót mná-fíge, 
Aóc níó éigin nfof *oítf e cá x\ n-*oonfineAóc x\n ónoíóe : 

m. 

'Stxvo mo óáinx>e *oo óexMi^xMt mo óuniAnn 'f mo ótx\on, 
T)o f cx\p x\n gx\ó ní*ó xmw, f géirti fáf ca nx\ míx\n ; 

Oin nft x\on nít> *o'x\ xfotte nx\ó méxvoui£ex\nn x\ t>lÁt 

X> 'x\ feicrinn cné f úitifc x\n x\ mMri'óexMin x\gxMnn sfxto. 

IV. 

x\ £tex\nn x*oittmn Cx\t-x\t>nx\, t)ut> fux\irhnex\ó mo f uxvn 
p\oi fcfgxvó t>o óx\t>4in te mo óx\n<\ fíon-t>ux\n, 
tt Áic x\ mbéi'ómit) ó nx\ ffoncxMtt fx\oi *ói"oex\n 50 fÁiii, ^ 
'S Áfi 5-cf oit)te mx\n *oo óiflm-fnot', cóiriiex\f5tx\ té *Oxlirii. 
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THE MEETING OF THE WATERS. 



Air—The Old Head of Donis. 



I 

There is not in the wide world a valley so sweet 
As that vale in whose bosom the bright waters meet. 
Oh ! the last rays of f eeling and lif e must depart 
Ere the bloom of that valley shall f ade f rom my heart ! 

IL 

Yet it was not that Nature had shed o'er the scene 
Her purest of crystal and brightest of green ; 
'Twas not her soft magic of streamlet or hill, 
Oh ! no — it was something more exquisite still. 

III. 

'Twas that friends, the beloved of my bosom, were near, 
Who made every dear scene of enchantment more dear, 
And who felt how the best charms of Nature improve, 
When we see them reflected from looks that we love. 

IV. 

Sweet vale of Avoca ! how calm could I rest 
In thy bosom of shade, with the f riends I love best, 
Where the storms thát we f eel in this cold world should cease, 
And our hearts, like thy waters, be mingled in peace. 
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5 it> so w AiíiAiic -oéiSeAiiAC ah eimnii a caoi-ó'. 

^otin — Ati CtáiVfinti. 

L 

5 VÓ r o ttl' Afh^C •OélSe-AtlAÓ Afl eitMtltl A ÓAOVó', 

$eot>r*o eife 'tin 5^ cír a m-béró ctiifte mo ó^oíOe ; 

t)éró -0' uec nup teAó 'óíotn, a óétte mo óUon, 

1r th> fors «"4* féAlc-eótttir a nseurv&nui'o A SC*™* 

II. 

50 ctuain uxMgne-Aó fr^r^S» no ctlAn coithróeaó 5°F5> 
Ann naó réroir té'p nárh-Aro ^ 5-coircéim *oo tops, 
eAtóóAt) té mo Óúttfinn, 'r ní -Aitteóó-Ai-ó mé an ríon 
Có seuf teir ^n náríi-Aro cá t>á$ n-iMUitu; -at *oíon # 

ni. 

'Oe-AttcrA'o Ap ót\-f otc ciug p^mneAó *oo óinn, 
1r éirorexvo te ceótCAifc *oo ótÁittrige zá t)inn, 
5^n eA^tA 50 mtxAtnri'ó an S-Aran-Aó ce-Ann 
Aon ceut) ^r *oo ópuic, no ^on *otAOi$ ^r *oo óeAnn. 



twró tuACtítón ce&nc seóroetiA ti-ots-tíitU s^ith j 



rotltl — CÁ Atl SAITIjlAT» VeACZ. 



I. 

tDut) tú-AétfiAfi ce<Apc reófoe nA li-ói5-fhnÁ r4^'i 
Asur pámne •oe , n ó^AfiA rtears Ann a Lánti; 
Aóc twró totmtiAi£e 50 $ao& a rsénh VT A ^ttt 
'tU ^n on-ftAc 'r «a reófoe, *o' a -áttte 'r •o > -a t>tteá§. 
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THOUGH THE LAST GLIMPSE OF EEIN. 



Air — Coulin. 



I 
Thoj' the last glimpse of Erin with sorrow I see, 
Tet wherever thou art shall eeera Erin to me ; 
In exile thy bosom shall still be my home, 
And thine eyes make my climate wherever we roam. 

. II 

To the gloom of some desert, or cold rocky shore, 
TVhere the eye of the stranger can haunt us no more, 
I will fly with my Coulin, and think the rough wind 
Less rude than the foes we leave frowning behind : — 

III 

And ril gaze on thy gold hair, as gracef ul it wreathes, 
And hang o'er thy soft harp, as wildly it breathes ; 
Nor dread that the cold-hearted Saxon will tear 
One chord from that harp, or one lock from that hair. 



EICH AKD EARE WERE THE GEMS SHE WOEE. 



Air— Tlw Summer is Gbming. 



I 

Eich and rare were the gems she wore, 
And a bright gold ring on her wand she bore ; 
But, oh ! her beauty was f ar beyond 
Her sparkling gems and snow-white wand. 



I 
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II. 
Haó ion$nA<> X)o'n tiiAi$t)tn, a "0* f iAff\ui£ an f-AOt, 
t)eit fiúttat 50 íi-AonAfAó a n-UAtgneAf í\a f tíge, 
t)-f uit f uttaitcfóe 615-f e-Af nA ti-eifeann óó móf, 
'S nAó 'o-cnutfAt) 50 CfUAittit) té Aint)ij\ no óf ? 

III. 
^0 ffeAgAif, nft eAgtA nÁ bUAttnpc aj\ mo ófofóe, - 
tíf "óéAnp Ait> CUnn dfeAnn t)Am T>oó-Af\ r\Á t>ít ; 
gít) ctAónríiAf A|\ *óeif e ia*o 'f &$ f eófoifc 50 teóf, 
1f ^nnf a teó coingíott -A'f aáit>e 50 móf. 

IV. 
té f migeAt) tAfCA ó íonfACAf c|\oít>e, 
áiútfxAtt An 015-tteAn 50 mumígneAó lomUn nA Cfíó' ; 
1f fceannAóc *oo'n cí, A5 a jiAit) Dótéuf -Af aáit 
ÍIa fc-ftAtA fAOi-tteufAó, ?eAfi& fíof' 1nfe-fÁtt. 



cnát *oo'ti zé zá *óutu CA&ntA íiaó tn-t)éit> 

'gA tUxVÓ. 



fOtltl CO'ÓtA'Ó &X\ E-S10IIÍIAI3. 

I. 

rfát -oo'n cé cá t>uic CAb'ft-A nAó m-béit> 'sa tUAt>, 

^VÓC <A tOÓCA 'gUf ATÍlSAf fO $eUj\, 

A n-suitf if, cjiát t)éit> fiAT) a' *out)ó-An sUn-túAó 
An cé, t>uic-fe cá fínce fAoi An tt-feup? 

guit V cit> if cfom, féi|t t)o nAtfixvo t>o 6átn, 
t)eit> a t>f ógfAt) 'jja ni$eAt> te t)o t>eóf ; 

Oif if cmce, cíó t>óifc-f An ttfóeAf cioncAó AtfiÁin, 
Ho «Aib t)uic-f e mé *oítif 50 teóf. 
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JL 

" Lady, dost thou not f ear to stray, 

So lone and lovely, through tliis bleak wav? 

Are Erin's sons so good or so cold, 

As not to be tempted by woman or gold ? " 

IIL 

" Sir Knight ! I f eel not the least alarm, 
No son of Erin will offer me harm : 
For, though they love woman and golden store, 
Sir Xnight ! íhey love honour and virtue more." 

IV. 

On she went, and her maiden smile 
In saf ety lighted her round the green isle ; 
And blest for ever is she who relied 
TJpon Erin's honour and Erin's pride. 



WHEIí HE WHO ADOEES THEE. 



Air— The Fox's Sleep. 



I. 

When he who adóres thee has left but the name 

Of his f ault and his sorrow behind, 
Oh ! say, wilt thou weep when they darken the f ame 

Of a life that for thee was resign'd? 
Yes, weep ! and, however my foes may condemn, 

Thy tears shall eff ace their decree ; 
For Heav'n can witness, though guilty to them, 

I have been but too faithful to thee ! 
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n. 

X}wó ofcfd W bfionstofoe 65' ttft', mo wt, 

'S t>ut> Ofc m' edgna 45 meát-hfid'ó 50 fiop ; 
'S -dn optA ^f *oeif ednaige tid£? Af ffiAf 6 mo 6|U)í i óe, 

t)éi*ó ^f n' Atnmne corheafsfcd 50 ftop. 
O 'f aoibin *oo ó^TO^ib £dn.df t>eó ^ -dn c-fdo&dt, 

feicftn tdete x>o §tóif ' tf móf 6áit ; 
ÍIa t>éi$ fin nft t>e-dnndóc éó ^df t>ó, a ng^ot, 

te tof W fon t)' ^jvo-f éime t> f f&£Mi. 



ax\ Cmnc x)o scap cné tAUaró 'ri tn$, 

forni — ttUijte * Scóijt. 
I. 

X\n éf uic t>o fOdp Cfé táttdi'ó 'n ptg 

ÍIa g^ete ceótcd binn', 
Cd '|\ bAtLd UeAtfifA 'noif 'nn a ttii'óe 

5^n f éAff a ceóit, no fwn : 

tlUti fú-o c-á'n c-Am éttdt-ó tdfc, fdot óeó, 

Cá 'ó-áit, 'p a étiú fdot f uan ; 
1f cf oit>te f Anctn* motc-d ceó, 

tlí -difigednn nvo 50 t)UAn. 

II. 
tlí ctuince-Af cfuic tid UeAth|td cféin' 

tne^fs cf ummú&d'ó Udn no f AOt, 
'Otf f u-djtidnn t ttett p edó'Od p-don, 

puxMm bfifce ceut) fd n-ofót'. 
ITUf fú*o *oo , n c-f Aoiffe, 'f Andrit qiA 

A 'oúfst-df í 50 *oeó, 
X\óc 'nu-dif a mDfife^nn cf\oróe '5 a 6(146, 

^5 f oittptiSA'ó í ttett t>eó. » 
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IL 

"With thee were tlie dreams of my earliest love, 

Every thought of my reaaon was thine : — 
In my last humble praj^r to tlie Spirit above, 

Thy name shall be mingled with mine! 
Oh ! bless'd are the lovers and íriends who shall Kve 

The days of thy glory to see ; 
But the next dearest blessing that Heaven can give 

Is the pride of thus dying f or thee ! 



THE HAEP THAT ONCE THEOTJGH TARA'S HALL. 



Air— Gramochree. 



I. 

The Harp that once, thro' Tara's halls, 

The soul of Music shed, 
Nbw hangs as mute on Tara's walls 

As if that soul were fled : — 
So sleeps the pride of former days, 

So gloryfs thrill is o'er; 
And hearts, that once beat high f or praise, 

Now feel tKat pulse no more ! 

IL 

Tío more to chiefs and ladies bright 

The harp of Tara swells : 
The chord alone, that breáks at night, 

Its tale of ruin tells. 
Thus Freedom now so seldom wákes, 

The only throb she gives 
Is when some heart incfignant breaks, 

To show that still she Iives. 
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eme, rS x>eOnA 'gtas smiseaó x>o áut. 



fonn — eitín a tlúw. 



I. 

etf e, zá t)eó|iA 'juf fmige^'ó *oo f út 

tttAf ^n bógA-uifge cumtAf -Af meAfgA'ó n& n-*oút, 

tonnfAó cf é óAtf e *oeóf , 

t)f ónAó tAf fiAnf ' 50 teóf , 

U-á T)o gfi-AncA fÁ "ótibán móf 
^5 éifige £aó tá. 

II. 
etjte, ní ciofmóóAf t>o óiúin-*oeóf 50 *oeó; 
eife, ní buan ttefóeAf *oo tAs-g-átf e beó, 

50 fAlfc gAÓ TXAt fá f étf , 

A n-AOin£eAóc te cuti 50 tétf , 
'S&s *oéAnArh mAf tUAf nA fpéif ' 
t)ó$A fíotWtn 5-aó cfát. 



r\Á cogAnAi'ó Atfi^m Attim. 

fonn — An C&itín *Oonn. 



I. 

TiÁ cosAtiAfó Aá\Ám Ainm, aóc co*otA*ó f é f aoi fgát 

'S An 5-Cf é £u-Aif 'n Af cuif e-A*ó é 50 ti-UAigne-Aó ann & t>tÁt 

Aguf ctug, cuiffeaó, cf om bi'óe-A'ó •oeójVA ^f fút, 

tTlAf •ófóóx) t\A ti-oróóe tutceAf -Af neutcAtti na n-*oút. 

II. 

X\n *of óó*o úf *oo tuiceAf 50 ciutn aguf 50 pjtAf , 
Coin5éo&Ai*ó f é an uaiiíi Ann a 5-co-ótAnn f é, fíof-jlAf , 
'guf n^ T)e0fA *oo fitce^f te UAigneAf nA ti-ofóó', 
CutfroóóAró fiA*o a óútii-A úf Ann ^f 5-cf oróe. 
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ERIN, THE TEAE AND THE SMILÉ IN THINE ETES. 



Air — Aileen Aroon. 



L 

Erin, the tear and tlie smile in thine eyes 
Blend like the rainbaw tliat hangs in tlie skies ; 
Shining through sorrow's stream, 
Sadd'ning through pleasure's beam, 
Thy suns, wíth doubtful gleam, 
Weep while they rise ! 

IL 

Erin ! thy silent tear never shall cease, 

Erin ! thy languid smile ne'er shall increase, 

Till, like the rainbow's light, 

Thy various tints unite, 

And form in Heaven's sight 
One arch of peace ! 



OH ! BEEATHE NOT HIS NAME. 



Air — ^The Brown Maid. 



I. 

Oh ! breathe not his name — let it sleep in the shade, 
Where cold and unhonour'd his relics are laid ! 
Sad, silent, and dark be the tears that we shed, 
As the night-dew.that falls on the grass o'er his head ! 

II. 

But the night-dew that falls, though in silence it weeps, 
Shall brighten with verdure the grave where he sleeps ; 
And the tear that we shed, though in secret it rolls, 
Shall long keep his memory green in our souls. 
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tk) Swtprm tmnnTn the&tcAó. 



I. 

t)o £uitfinn mumfn rheatCAó 

X)Á *octtéi5f eá-f a mé, a Stidt), 
t)o óAomjnnn a&tvoe fe-AttceAó' 

T)á fcf eAttfá-f a of m f An cfidt ; 
Aóc fA*o A*f zá *oo &Ut-*óeAf*c 

A5 f oittfiuS<vó Af mo ftige 50 buan, 
tll fceró bfón ofm, a ó&vo-fe-Apc, 

ÍIaó coifffó cú 50 ffon fx\oi fuAn. 

n. 

tlí't inf an c-f AO&At 50 ti-uite 

tTlo ó|vá*ó, aguf tft fceit tiom ; 
Acá -AOittneAf gAn *oite, 

'S 5An jtún teAC 'nnA buAi*óf e^-ó Cfiom ; 
D'f e&w av Aiftmg 'f t)^ eus-Aige, 

'S mé fmuAinexvó o|\c, & feA^c mo ónoit>e, 
'tlÁ 'n f ubAóAf V m6 f if -Aefwge, 

'S mé f a*o UAicf e te mo fcit. 

rcr. 

5 116 5°^ t^tt nA geAttCA 

T)o óeAtg finn te ctUAin a> btteug, 
'S gup cuap *óúmn tteit me-AttCA 

toheit a cnút teó 'jtíf 50 ti-eug. 
t>ei*ó fotuf mf ax\ *outtó4n 

&S ct\e0fuS^*0 m' Aifoif feAfOA óaoi-ó', 
tn^fi zá r t\ mtteAtc fcig n-Aó móó-Ann, 

A'f teuf *oo f úLa -Af Áp *oci$. 
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I'D MOURN THE HOPES THAT LEAVE ME. 



Air— TLe Rose Tree 



I. 

I'd mourn the hopes that leave me, 

If thy smiles had left me too ; 
Fd weep, when friends deceive me, 

If thou wert, like them, untrue. 
But, while Fve thee before me, 

With heart so warm and eye so bright, 
jNo clouds can linger o'er me N 

That smile turns them all to light ! 

II. 

'Tis not in fate to harm me, 

While f ate leaves thy love to me ; 
'Tis not in joy to charm me, 

Unless joy be shared with thee. 
One minute's dream about thee, 

"Were worth a long and endless year 
Of waking bliss without thee, 

My own love, my only dear! 

III. 
And though the hope be gone, love, 

That long sparlded o'er our way, 
Oh ! we shall journey on, love, 

More saf ely without its ray. 
Far better lights shall win me 

Along the path I've yet to roam — 
The mind that burns within me, 

And pure smiles from thee at home. 
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IV. 

T)'éif an c-f oUnf t)o beit múócA 

T)o tf eótung é tplt) 4f fttge, 
C15 e-A^tA Ap fe&n pút>&tCA 

&S Wfu&A*ó t)e«AtAi$ Uf na ti-oróó' ; 
Aóc f óf te toóftAnn peutCA 

1f tonnjVAó f e-AffhAó fe-Afo' a fitm&t, 
Oif nf't teuf &s •oeAtftA'ó neutc-Atí 

Hl^f teuf -a £15 ó tti§ n-A mtál. 



'stiAó t)trA$miiix) Ciunnniu$At> mAti so 

ciuuti$A , ó tán ? 



I. 

'Snaó tif Agmtnt) ó ótunnniu&vó m-Ap fo ciucu&vó LÁn 

xty f on n-A mbtnvó-AncA me-Afg coigf i§' *oo w, 
'S c^ifoe Aimfif ' t\A ti-ói^e ó'p euUn$e<Af te fán, 

mo timóe-Att óótfi f «ai^c -A'f W 'n uaif fin mo ópróe ? 
5i*ó f oittpge-Ann Áf mát-Ai'ó tofg f neaócA n<A ti-aoife, 

m-Af t\& ti-Atp-A -Af fíne-Ann *out fíof t)i, an Sitian ; 
Aóc f óf bei'ómit) etnotngte te 65 f óf na tMoife, 

ZpÁt finn x>o tteit Ufc-A fAn fcptéi'ó fo te fion. 
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IV. 



Thus, when the lamp that lighted 

The traveller at first goes out, 
He f eels awhile benigfited, 

And looks around in f ear and doubt. 
But soon, the prospect clearing, 

By cloudless starligfit on he treads, 
And thinks no lamp so cheering 

As that light which Heaven sheds. 



AND DOTH NOT A MEETING LIKE THIS. 



Air— Unknown. 



L 

And doth not a meeting like tfiis make amends 

'Fot all the long years I've been wand'ring away — 
To see thus around me my youth's early friends, 

As smiling and kind as in that happy day ! 
Though haply o'er some of your brows, as o'er mine, 

The snow-f all of Time may be stealing — whát then ? 
Like Alps in the sun-set, thus lighted by wine, 

"We'U wear the gay tinge of Touth's roses again. 
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IL 

ÍIaó motu&drhuit nd cuirhnróe C15 ortridinn te tinn 

Áf soáirroe 'ftíf feicfin 'f^ tteit eifceatc a ngut, 
'S 546 t)f ón a'f s-dó s^ifoeAf dnn a fidib dcu f oinn 

A scriuinniu&d'ó rriAfi tdifib an Lde ye 50 ciug ? 
1TUf ticfitt nearh teufSdt' t>o téijce^tt f d criát 

'ttltffo nA 'otntteós' <df A&Aró na Ldffidt ceó, 
1f ionvóA motu&d*ó ndfi cfio6mn$* t>eift c&dsdf d'f 5fid*ó 

Faoi téd5fid6 mdf fo 'm-Aé, 50 f oitfe-áó 'f 50 beó. 

III. 

ttl-df f o Cfvát *óúinn fínedt) Á\\ feótcd 50 cuirhnedt 

Ctium ^fidif ^f n-óige cfé rhuif ttuaftd Á$ mbit, 
Ctii*ómiT) 45 t)fiedtnugd*ó cri é nd conncditt 50 f tnmnedó 

ttlófián T)ó6uf tons-ttfMf ce fíof fínce 't\A turóe. 
A6c f óf, te tmn •oe-dfi ca*ó df •óeife nd mtotdt 

Sgeit fgéirh ^tuinn 5drvó-d cfé lomtán -dn 6uain, 
t)i*óe,dnn feat) seáfif dimfifi' -dfi sc&d'Ofdi'ó fdoi fgdt, 

'S C15 doibnedf n-d ti-óige Cfé xMfting ^f fUdin. 

IV. 

A6c if ^rhtdi'ó ; if mó'fi ttfditce 'f Áp mbe-dnnA6c te tinn 

CtiAif c' .dndrh an c-fiAnf d 45 có^^it -df scrtróe 
euttnge^f cf>át ^5^1^^' -df ci$ cridt tM-óe-dm' cftnnn, 

ttl-dfi nA cedf-euntdi*ó 45 eiciott-ds dn seirhfe-d'ó turifdoi 
'tloif fut fá n-ótdm', cugAt) fedf c cumdnn seatt 

'Cuf t^fc n-d cu-di6e 'f -d t)f eit tárh -dp ^ lrri 5 
Ctiórh tu-dt 'f ionnf 06df 5-áijvoedf no t)obfón .don fcdtt, 

5° 5crwti*ó teif tomtdn dn c-ftdttridró te *oáirh ! * 
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n. 



What soften'd remembraiioes oome o'er tlie heart, 

In gazing on those we've been lost to so long ! 
The sorrows, the joys, of which once they were part, 

Still round them, like visions of yesterday, throng. 
As letters some hand had invisíbly trac'd, 

When held to the flame will steal out on the sight, 
So many a feeling, that long seem'd effac'd, 

The warmth of a moment like this brings to light. 

III. 

Ánd thus, as in memory's baxque, we shaU glide 

To visit the scenes of our boyhood anew, 
Tho? eft we may see, looking down on the tide, 

The wreck of full many a hope shining through ; 
Tet still, as in f ancy we point to the flowers 

That once made a garden of all the gay shore, 
DeceiVd for a moment, we'U think them still ours, 

And breathe the fresh air of life's morning once more. 

IV. 

But, come, the more rare such delights to the heart, 

The more we should welcome and bless them the more, 
They*re ours, when we meet, — ^they are lost when we part, 

Like birds that bring summer and fly when 'tis o'er. 
Thus circUng the cup, hand in hand, ere we drink, 

Let Sympathy pledge us, thro' pleasure, thro' pain, 
That, fast as a feeling but touches one Unk, 

Her magic shall send it direct thro' the chain. 
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cné ints-t^it. 



i. 

Ufé Inif-f-áit 

A5 finceA*ó 'ntxáit 

uttát stuAir st^ *'r s^rs^» 
5«r r*S Sr 1 ™ S^r 

SiuttAt teó f a ttfeup 
'S^eit 5-Aete 6 n-A t-Aifse. 

x\f f e-At) na fti£e 

U15 f eup cf i-T>tAoi£e 
£aoi •ófuócA *oeAt|VA f Atcuigte, 

'guf é ÓÓífl gtAf 

te fmAf 65 *oe-Af 
U|\é fCAt-An cfífoit CAtcuigte. 
O An c-Se-Amp 65 ; cá 5tAf, fíopbuAn -An c-Seamfiós ; 

T)e *uitteóis f^áit 

&s fite 'f ftáit, 
£áf df e* Atfi-áin, avi c-Seamf 65 ! 

II. 

Chórti *oltif fíof 

tho'ó ceAnn 50 fíóp 
An óuing An tá u*o 'ceAn^Ait, 

'S A|\ eice an &Ait 

tlAf cuice^vó X)Át 
An *oomt)tAif nó & f -ArhAit ! 

JtAnA'ó 50 h-eug 

An st^" ™fir t)feu5 
O'n 50^ c -ACá f aoi 'n a tfi-AopfAóc ; 

'S r\Á cóst-Af 50 x>eó 

A bfAC f-A n^teó, — 
gAifse 'n -a§ai*ó f AO|\f aóc' : 
O An c-SeAmf 05 ; cá 5tAf fíopbUAn an c-Se-Amfóg ; 

*Oe "óuitteóis f5-áit 

A5 fite 'f ftÁit, 
£áf eife' Aríiám, an c-SeAmpós ! 



I 
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OH THE SHAMROCE ! 



Air — Allay Croker. 



I. 

Thro' Erin's Isle, 

To sport awhile, 
As Love and Valour wander'd 

With Wit, the sprite, 

Whose quiver bright 
A thousand arrows squander'd; 

Where'er they pass, 

A triple grass 
Shoots up, with dewdrops streaming, 

As eoftly green 

As em'ralds seen, 
Thro' purest crystal gleaming ! 

O the Shamroek, the green, immortal Shamrock! 

Chosen leaf 
Of Bard and Chief, 
Old Erin's native Shamrock ! 

II. 

So firmly fond 

May last the bond 
They wove that morn together, 

And ne'er may fall 

One drop of gall 
On Wifs celestial feather ! 

May Love, as twine 

His flowers divine, 
Of thorny falsehood weed 'em ! 

May Valour ne'er 

His standard rear 
Against the cause of Freedom ! 

O the Shamrock, the green, immortal Shamrock í 

Chosen leaf 
Of Bard and Chief, 
Old Erin's native Shamrock ! 

c 
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AX)RÁt\ ttise pÁH. 



i. 

X)o tÁintc ó Cftó cao& tAt t)e , n ttvÁtg, 

'5 u r c P 1 "o An ™ U1 F f^P 50 beó, 
Ss^ott <a scui'o f eótcA t)f eág o'n qváig 

Chum CAttiiAn n^ Spátne ceó. 
" O cá ftfutt An tnif , cftoó áf f^ 1 $ e > 

t)o f AOAf t)úmn -A TC-áítl ? " 
X)o fem a|\ m-Afoin cjvát tM cótf $Aot 
'5 A feétA'ó c f 110 An fn-árh. 

II. 

'5 u r 1^^^ I V* tí-Ainn Af tVáp nA x>conn 

t>puit toófAnn f oitf e-Aó gtAf , 
AtftAit 'fD-á fínp t*óe f aoi 'na mbun 

SmAtvA5A*o foitf e^ó T)eAf ; 
" 'Sí 1mf p^it, 'fí 1nif ?Á\l," 

SeineAtt ó'n mutf 56 t)tnn, 
" A 5Cótiinui$eAnn fAOf a'f cpeun fétf cáíV " 

ffeASfWó a fíf ó'n comn. 

ra. 

'tlotf tug fiAt) óum nA f oif-tíiuip , f e-Af c, 

flAtt> f of 5 a n*oé &r\ tAe 
XeitgeAn 50 sfiAnrhAf ofjVA, 'oeAfc* 
'Sgeit Af aeif 'f -Af uifg' 4 fAe. 
Aóc ní jvai& *oeóf -Af t)tiit ná f ó*o, 
ÍU Af tfiutf n-á ^eif Aon f 5-áit, 
CpAt tós 4f ftnnfe-Af 'nu-Af a f có*ot 
Af Cuan x\a ti-1nfe f-áit. 
* D«an; t an eye, a look. + Scód, a sail or cloth. 
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SONG OF INNISFAIL. 
(They came from a land beyond tlie sea.) 

Air — Peggy Bawn. 
I. 

They came from a land beyond the sea, 

And now ofer the western main, 
Set sail, in their good ships, gallantly, 

From the sunny land of Spain. < 

" Oh, where's the Isle we've seen in dreams, 

Onr destin'd home or grave?" — 
Thus sang they, as by the morning^s beams 

They boom'd o'er the Atlantic wave. 

II. 
And, lo, where afar o'er ocean shines 

A sparkle of radiant green, 
As though in that deep lay emerald mines, 

Whose light thro' the wave was seen. 
" 'Tis Innisfail— 'tis Innisfail l" 

Rings o'er the echoing sea, 
While, bending to heav'n the warriors hail 

That home of the brave and free. 

III. 
Then turn'd they unto the Eastern wave, 

Where now their Day-God's eye 
A look of such sunny omen gave 

As lighted up sea and sky. 
Ifor frown was seen through air or sea, 

Nor tear o'er leaf or sod, 
When first on their Isle of Destiny 

Our great forefathers trod. 
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The following song, one of the most beautifol of the 
"Melodies," was not translated by Archbishop MacHale, at 
least it is not to be found in any edition of his Irish trans- 
lations of the " Melodies." The translation given below 
is by the well-known GaeUc poet, " Pátraic ;" and it can 
be safelj said that a finer translation of an English poem 
into Irish has very seldom been made : — 

cnero mé X)Á n-eugpA'ó síias áttnnn t>o $ne. 

(Believe me, if all those endearing joung charms.) 

I. 
O c|\ei*o tné r>Á n-eusf-At) fn-Af -Átumn T)o gné 

"Cá cup -AOittnif a xyoíú Af mo fúil, 
no 45 ce-A6c -An tAe m-ájtAig x>Á n-eut66-At> fé 

tf\A\\ óúrh>Aib fige Cfíon-At) -Af fiúfc-At, 
t>ei"óte-á -At>tunSte f 6f m-Af i móimeinc *oo gtóif ', 

5-An T>o fgi-Atfi-Aóc níof f-Ai*oe tteit t>e6, 
^Vguf cimóe-Att n^ fSfiOfCA tteróe-A'ó fmu-Aince t>o fcóift 

niAf -An c--Aigne-án 5tAf, c-AfC-A 50 T>eó. 

II. 
ní óótii £a*o A'f c-á X)lÁt bos n-A fgénfie opc féin, 

'Juf T>o te^c-A neirhmgce te *oeóf 
fn-Aipfró ceAf -Aguf x>ítfeA6c m m'-An-Am 50 cpeun, 

A6c in *o'-AOif béróit) níof ceót-A 50 m6j\ ; 
Oif An cporóe úx) á Sii&óuig m óige 50 fíop, 

t)éró -a gfi&ó-f An níof bu<Aine 1 mbpón, 
m>Af An fgot-sf éine tugAf t>'á "óia 'f An i-Af 

An fVA'ó-Af c ceux)n<A *oo tu$ f é A5 nóm ! 
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3BELIEVE ME, IF ALL THOSE ENDEARING TOTJN G 

CHARMS. 



Air— My Lodging is on the Cold Ground. 



I. 

Believe me, if all those endearing young charms 

Which I gaae on so fondly to-day, 
Were to change by to-morrow, and fleet in my arms, 

Like f airy gifts, f ading away, — 
Thou wouldst still be adored as this moment thou art, 

Let thy loveliness f ade as it will ; 
And around the dear ruin each wish of my heart 

Would entwine itself verdantly still ! 

II. 

It is not while beauty and youth are thine own, 
And thy cheeks unprof aned by a tear, 

That the f ervour and faith of a soul can be known, 
To which time will but make thee more dear ; 

No, the heart that has truly loved never forgets, 

But as truly loves on to the close, 
As the sun-flower turns on her god, when he sets, 
The same look which she turn'd when he rose. 



"'Twas one of those Dreams" is the name Moore has 
given to the following melody. I was asked by an eminent 
lacly vocalist of Dublin to put Irish words to it, as she said 
that the metre of Moore's English worids and of Archbishop 
MacHale's Irish ones did not suit the setting of the song 
<ís it is now generally sung and played. I have to apolo- 
gise for daring to put words to a song that has been 
ixmched by the genius of Moore. It is, however, very 
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strange that Moore did not see that of all ancient Irish 
melodies the " Song of the Woods " is most essentially a 
nature song, and was evidently inspired by the sigh of the- 
windamongtrees:— 

ADiiáti riA s-coiucexvó. 

(Song of the Woods.) 

I. 

I 

Af f-Af-Aó f éif , finn f^ot -A'f bt-át 

SeimmiT) -Afcjián t>wn ; 
'S-An u-Aif tig 5-AOt fAn ovóó' no tÁ 

'Si-at) motc-A ó-án-Af finn ; 
'S-An u-Aif 'n-A sctuince-Af -Anf-A mó|t 

A5 túb-A'ó 5e«s n-A scf-Ann, 
Tnot-Am-AOiT) teif, -An Cputuigtéóif 

ttt-Af -Aon 'f te féi'oe-A'ó f-Ann. 

II. 
A f-AtfifiA'ó fÁtii 'f & n^enfif eA"ó tom 

Seimmit) -Aon -Attf-án, 
'S motAm-AOiT) -An Ué *oo óum 

Sinn f ém 'f -An *ootfi-An lomtÁn, — 
AfT) Oge-Afn-A -A^uf fi§ n-A n-oát 

Hinn' cfiAnn -A'f t>tát -Af-Aon, 
A'f cuifimít) -a gtóf -a n-itU 

te t>|\e-á§-AóT) Á$ fgéitiie péin. 

III. 
Ctuince-Af f 6f -a me-Af 5 Áy ngeug 

f u-ahi-a n-Aó T)é-An -An g-AOt, 
'Si-AT) ceótc-A t>inne míte n-eun 

An f-ÁitciuS-A'ó fAinn' -An t-Ae ; 
'S nft ctu-Ain me-Af 5 -áf mbite-A'ó gc-Am 

11-Aó tán T)e fsot-Aib fíof ', 

A'f -AoncuigiT) tinn, 5-A6 u-Aif -A'f -Am 

A5 mot-A'ó X)é 50 fíof. 

— c. o. nuiféAtw 
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SONG OF THE WOODS. 

Translation. 
I. 

We sing from leafy aisles a song, 

A muramring song of praise ; 
''Tis wafted by the winds along 

In the bright sun's glowing rays ; 
And when winter tempests sweep 

Thro' our leafless branches bare, 
When the storms wail loud and deep, 

We bow 'neath the blast in prayer. 

II. 
ín summer bright and winter drear 

The selfsame song we sing ; 
^Tis a song of praise — no wail of fear — 

That we pour forth to our Eing, 
The Lord of woods and seas, 

Who makes our green leaflets grow, 
Whose praise sing in the passing breeze, 

And whose wondrous works we show. 

III. 

And other songs than of the wind 
Thro , our bending boughs are borne, 

For birds of every woodland kind 
Ghaunt hymns of praise each morn ; 

And flowers that lowly bloom — 
Bright gems of the grassy sod — 

Fill our green glades with sweet perfume, 

And join us in praise of God. 

— T. O. Rumill. 
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The two following songs, a The Little Red Lark," and 
"My BonjayCuckoo," are among the most beautiful of old 
Irísh airs. The original Irish words of both have been lost~ 
A musician asked the editor to put Irish words to them : — 

Ati ptitiiseOisííi t>tie^ti5. 

(The Littie Red Lark.) 
I. 

A 6e6tc6ip ax\ tde 615 
A5 éi|t§e ó'n 5-cné-Af 615 

te ffojt f-áitce noirii -An spém, — 
A pititfeós nfof toinne 
tl-á etin inf -a' 5-cn uinne, 

Uon^f atí f péin $e-At te feun !, 
A £áitciSte6ip m-A'me 
te fsófnAó níof táine 

tl-á ctáitifiS t>-ánx) te ceót, — 
tTlo pún se^t t-Af eun tú, 
tllo fgi-At -Af teun tú, 

te ti-A&jián-Aifc ttinn' x>o tteóit ! 

II. 

A piuifeóigín "óe-Afg 
Of T>o neAT) -An -An te-Afg 

CÁn -óúinn *oo óeót 50 T)eó ; 
Of ctonn n-A 5-At-5f éine, 
tlle-Afs neutc-Ati *oeun é, 

'S tíon finn 50 téin te f óg. 

50 mAipi'ó cú 6oi*ó6e, 
50 f on-Ait) n-A f-Aoite 

tllotA'ó T)0 éeóit -a ntxán, 
'Sgo femi'ó cú "óúinn é, 
50 h--ájvo A*f 50 t>u-An é 

Af ce-Af c t-án n-A neutcAó txán ! 

— C. O. UtiipéAt. 
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THE LITTLE RED LARK. 

(Tranalatioii.) 
I. 

O minstrel of morning, 
Thy lowly home scorning 

To welcome the rising day — 
O sweet i* thy singing, 
'Neath heaven's gate ringing 

Out joy in thy gladsome lay. 
O greeter of brightness, 
With song foll of lightness, 

No harp of the tnneful throng 
Pours lays like thy pouring 
In the firmament soaring, 

In rapture óf love and song. 

II. 

O'er thy home in the flowers 
Where thy tender mate oowers, 

Sing us thy bridal lay ; 
Thro' the bright snnbeams gliding, 
In the fleecy cloud hiding, 

Make sad souls of mortals, gay. 
May thy lay last for ever, 
May soulful ones never 

Miss music from the sky ; 
Long, long may'st thou sing it, 
And from sunny air ring it, 

Enthroned in bright clouds on high ! 

— T. O. RU8SELL. 
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tno ctitiACti mtiAtseAcli. 

(My Bonny Cuclcoo.) 
Translfttion of Bunting's English. 

I. 

títo Cnú-Aó "óit ttinn c<áif fÁitce-Aó tinn, 
'S cné óoittcit* A'f tolÁt' te-AC toeró mé f An tÁ 
50 T>ciocpAi , ó tía fsot', 'f5° fempin ^eó, 
Ajguf feinfi* mo Cnu-Aó a fíf 50 toeó 

CUCÚ, CUCU, 50 T)C10Cf A1"Ó t\& fsot', 

A^tif feinfi* mo CnuAó a fíf 50 toeó. 

II. 

ComAf t-A fAmflAI'Ó A'f X)lÁt tÚ, AfAOn, 

Af cúaac *oúinn Anoif ó tínito imóém'; 
Uá f ^otA na ngte-Ann A'f coittce nA mtoeAnrr 
t,Án tuAt&áitte móine -Af f ut) -An *oomAin 
'tloAin ótumix) t)o gut, -a émín if mó 
t)neineAf T)o ófAnnAib a'f coittato, f óg. 

III. 

t)eiff it> n-A CjVAinn a'f T)eiflfi"ó nA totÁt', 

A ChuAióín tomn, t\Á f-ág finn 50 tonÁt, — 

P-An tmn ^nnfo 'f T)eun fAmnA"ó 50 *oeó; — 

tlí fgAff Aif tmn, a6c p-Anf Ain 50 tomn, — 

tpAii tmn a 5-cómnuitte 'f T>eun f AmnA-ó 50 T>eó, 

TpAti tmn -a s-cómnui'óe 'f *oeun fArhjiA'ó 50 T>eó ? 

— C. O. ttuifédt. 
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MY BONNY CUCK0O. 

I. 

My bonny Cuckoo, I tell thee true, 
That thro' the groves FU rove with you ; 
Fll rove with you until the next spring, 
And then my Cuckoo will sweetly sing 
Cuckoo ! cuckoo, until the next spring, 
And then my Cuckoo will sweetly sing. 

II. 

Sign of summer and flowers art thou, 

And from far-oflf lands we welcome thee now. 

The blossoms in glen and on mountain high, 

Are fílled with joy when they know thou'rt nigh; 

They love thy song, sweet bird of spring, 

For sunshine and softness follow thy wing. 

m. 

The ash and the hazel shall mourning say, 
" 0, bonny Cuckoo, don't go away ; 
Don't go away, but tarry here, 
And make the season last all the year ; 
Stay with us ever, winged one, dear, 
And make the summer last all the year ! " 

— Buntingl 



mo chuACti mtiAiseAcn 

(Mj Boobj Cnekoo.) 
Tnmlation of Bontiiig'i F.ní^ish. 

I. 
tfío CtuUc *tl Oinn cáin páilce4C- linn, 
'S c«é ÉsoiUcto a> bUt' leac tjei* mé r Afí u 
50 ■ociocjTAt'o na rS ot '' 'rs° r e,n F in teo> 
Agur reiiFi* mo Chu*c a nir 5° ^ 
Cucu, cucú, — 50 T>C10CF-M"b tlA r£ oC '> 
Asuf ro" 1 F t * mo ChuAó d fir 5° o® ' 



MY BONNY CUCItOO. 



^■y bonuy Cuckoo, I tell thee true, 
™hat thro' the groves 1*11 rove with yon ; 
*'M rove with you until t-he next spring, 
^ tt d then &-J C«ckoo will sweetly sing 
Cueton ' cuekoo, until the next spring, 
An^ ., _ ,r flneltno will sweetly sing. 



s art thou, 
•velcome thee now, 
n mountain high, 
iey tnow thou'rt nigh ; 
bird of spring, 
fbllow thy wing. 



11 moummg say, 

go away •, 

here, 

t afl tíie yeat -, 

Qged one, 4ea,t, 

aat afl tke "y^«ssV 
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